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IN  DEEP  WATERS— {continued). 


VOL.  HI. 


CHAPTER  III. 

But  that  first  feeling  had  time  to  pass 
away ;  she  had  even,  to  a  certain  degree 
become  reconciled  to  Borgia's  presence  per- 
petually between  them,  before  Lalli  in  any 
way  confirmed  her  dread  of  some  new 
painful  experience  in  store  for  her. 

One  hot  morning  she  had  left  both  the 
men  busy  over  letters  which  they  had 
received  and  were  answering,  and  had 
carried  a  book  and  some  embroidery-work 
to  a  seat  a  little  off  the  road  and  up  the  hill 
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in  front  of  the  house.  It  was  a  bit  of  steep 
and  stony  bank  which  she  had  chosen.  The 
deep  intervals  between  the  fallen  rocks  were 
filled  with  a  tangle  of  blackberry  vines ; 
wild  strawberry  leaves  stained  blood-red,  or 
yellow  freckled  with  brown,  grew  closely 
together  in  all  the  cracks  and  crannies  of 
the  great  gray  boulders  ;  and  against  the 
sky,  crowning  the  ridge  of  the  solitary  rock 
beneath  whose  shadow  she  was  sitting,  a 
fringe  of  golden  rod  and  aster  stood  boldly 
up  in  the  sun.  She  had  not  been  there 
for  many  minutes  before  her  husband 
joined  her.  He  was  smoking  as  he  came 
slowly  up  the  road,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets. 

It  was  a  part  of  Cesco  Lalli's  accepted 
philosophy  that    married  life   must  sooner 
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or  later  become,  as  someone  has  said,  a 
question  of  "  Shall  we  engage  a  butler,  or 
will  the  parlour-maid  do  ? "  But  it  has 
been  found,  curiously  enough,  that  the 
material  difficulties  of  life  are  scarcely  to 
be  simplified  by  the  rejection  of  an  ideal. 
It  annoyed  him  unspeakably  now  to  be 
forced  into  this  practical  interview  with  his 
wife.     Still  he  spoke  kindly. 

"  This  is  like  old  times,  Barbara." 
He  threw  away  the  end  of  his  cigar,  and 
sat  down  on  the  grass  beside  her.  She  was 
working.  "  You  are  always  doing  some- 
thing," he  said,  bending  his  head  to  look 
at  the  embroidery. 

She  lifted  her  face  suddenly,  and  their 
eyes  were  nearly  on  a  level.  "  Gid,  you  are 
always  doing  something  with  those  pretty 


THE  HEAD  OE  MEDUSA. 


white  hands  of  yours,"  he  repeated,  smiling 
reassuringly. 

Then,  after  a  moment's  silence :  "  But 
even  to  be  always  busy  does  not  imply  good 
luck.  Dl  la  verita  (tell  the  truth),  it  is  so, 
is  it  not,  Barbara  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Barbara,  wondering. 

He  glanced  at  her,  still  keeping  the  end 
of  her  work  between  his  fingers.  "  As  for 
me,  I  am  sick  of  this  life  of  continued 
annoyance  (Sono  stuffo  di  questi  inganni 
eterni).  I  have  just  had  another  most  un- 
pleasant experience.  A  man  to  whom  I  had 
advanced  money  on  a  promissory-note — but 
never  mind  the  details  ;  you  would  not 
understand  them.  It  is  enough  for  you  to 
know  that  I  absolutely  require  that  you 
should  help  me." 
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He  sat  up,  and  the  bit  of  silk  dropped 
from  his  hand.  "It  is  your  father  who 
ought  to  help  us  now,"  he  said,  in  a 
complaining  tone. 

Barbara  sat  perfectly  still  for  a  minute 
or  two,  keeping  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
nearest  rock.  "  Have  you  asked  papa 
for  money  yet?"  she  asked  in  a  very  low 
voice. 

"  No — yes.  I  did  not  suggest  it  as 
a  favour  to  myself.  I  said  that  you 
were  coming  to  speak  to  him  about  re- 
covering your  mothers  dowry.  It  is 
only  just.  It  is  what  anyone  else  would 
have  insisted  upon  long  ago,"  said  Lalli 
slowly. 

Each  sentence  was  spoken  with  increasing 
intensity.      He    expected    an    outbreak   of 
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passionate  remonstrance.  But  she  only 
said,  after  an  interval  of  silence  : 

"  I  suppose  that  you  have  not  forgotten 
under  what  conditions  my  father  must  claim 
the  money  ?  And  when  we  married  you  said 
that  you  would  prefer  not  to  take  it.  And 
I  should    like   papa,  to    have   been  spared 

pain   if  possible.     He "     She  put   her 

hand  quickly  up  to  her  lips,  which  began 
to  tremble.  "  I  think  it  hard  that  he 
should  be  made  to  suffer  in  consequence 
of — us.  He  was  not  desirous  of  our 
marriage." 

"  He  was  not,"  Lalli  assented  sullenly, 
looking  away  at  the  blank  road. 

"  And — indeed,  Cesco,  you  said  you 
would  not  clo  it,"  said  Barbara,  rising  too 
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and  laying  her  hand  pleadingly  upon  his 
arm. 

He  moved  his  eyes  uneasily  from  side  to 
side,  looking  past  her. 

"  I  said  it — I  said  it !  "Well,  yes,  I  did 
say  it.  And  much  good  it  did  me !  As 
if  it  made  any  difference  what  a  man 
said  !  I  would  have  said  anything  — 
then." 

"Ah ,"  murmured  Barbara. 

The  very  force  of  her  scorn  reacted  upon 
her  like  a  stimulant.  She  bent  down  and 
picked  up  the  book  which  had  fallen  to  the 
ground  and  brushed  off  some  particles  of 
moss  adhering  to  its  covers.  "  Shall  you 
wish  me  to  go  to  town  at  once  ?  or  will 
it   do   if  I    wait   until  we  move  to  Kome 
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next  week  ?  I  should  prefer  not  to  write 
to  my  father  unless  you  especially  desire 
it." 

"  Oh,  wait  till  next  week,"  said  Lalli 
quickly.  "It  is  really  very  good  of  you  not 
to  make  more  objection.  But,  of  course, 
when  you  come  to  think  the  matter  over 

quietly And  you  will  see  that,  as  I 

have  already  suggested  to  him,  it  is  far 
more  natural  that  the  request  should 
come  from  you.  But  it  is  quite  the  same 
thing." 

"  Oh — quite,"  said  Barbara,  feeling  as  if 
there  was  nothing  left  in  the  world  worthy 
of  an  explanation.  And  even  in  this  case 
did  not  she  and  her  husband  unite  in  the 
doing  ?  How  could  any  further  action  be 
feasible   which    should    not    express   them 
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both  ?  Even  at  that  moment  she  felt  the 
impossibility  of  disavowing  his  purposes  to 
her  father,  for  what  blame  was  possible 
which  should  not  reflect  backwards  ?  And 
it  had  been  her  own  desire  to  marry  him. 

"  Then  that  is  all  right.  Benone"  said 
Cesco  cheerfully,  drawing  himself  up  and 
spreading  out  his  hands.  The  look  of 
anxiety  fell  away  from  his  face.  A  smile 
came  into  his  eyes,  he  began  whistling  softly 
in  an  undertone. 

"  I  see  them  bringing  out  my  horse.  I 
told  Gianbattista  he  would  find  me  here.  I 
am  going  over  to  the  lower  farm,"  he  re- 
marked presently,  breaking  off  in  the  middle 
of  his  tune.  He  looked  at  his  wife.  "  You 
were  reading,  were  you  not  ?  What  is  it  ? 
Anything  interesting  ? " 
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"  Oh,  it  is  English.  You  would  not 
understand  it,"  said  Barbara,  still  with  the 
same  careful  precision  of  manner.  She  felt 
■as  if  all  impulses  of  relenting  tenderness  were 
crushed  for  ever. 

"  Well — good-bye  for  the  present !  "  said 
Lalli,  looking  at  her  and  then  slightly 
shrugging  his  shoulders.  He  had  meant 
to  tell  her  some  news  he  had  heard  about 
friends  of  her  own  as  a  sort  of  reward  for 
her  obedience,  but  now  he  could  see  no 
particular  reason  for  caring  to  give  her 
pleasure. 

He  turned  away,  and  went  whistling  down 
the  hillside,  jumping  from  rock  to  rock. 
She  heard  his  loud  animated  voice  speaking 
to  the  groom  and  then  to  his  horse,  and  pre- 
sently he  cantered  past  on  the  road,  with  his 
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dog  circling  and  barking  at  the  horse's  heels. 
There  was  a  tendency  to  massiveness  in 
Lalli's  physique  which  made  him  always 
appear  to  greatest  advantage  when  seen  in 
the  open  air  and  engaged  in  active  exercise. 
Well  mounted,  one  could  have  imagined  him 
ridino;  out  of  one  of  Dumas'  novels.  There 
was  promise  of  adventure  in  his  aspect.  As 
he  turned  out  of  the  highroad  now  into  a 
leafy  lane  overrun  with  eglantine  and  honey- 
suckle in  flower,  he  checked  his  horse  to 
gather  a  wild  rose  from  the  hedgerow.  He 
adjusted  it  carefully  in  the  button-hole  of 
his  riding-coat.  He  smiled  to  himself  as 
he  did  so,  humming  the  while  some  words  of 
an  old  operatic  song.  He  had  begun  of  late 
to  find  life  interesting.  He  cut  at  all  the 
hanging  branches  with  the  end  of  his  whip 
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as  he  rode  along.  It  amused  him  to  see  his 
horse  start  and  swerve  at  the  sound.  The 
financial  calculations  which  crossed  his 
mind  from  time  to  time  had  acquired 
a  sudden  new  cheerfulness.  He  felt 
almost  sorry  now  that  he  had  not 
told  his  wife  about  meeting  Hardinge. 
After  all  she  might  have  been  much  more 
disagreeable  about  speaking  to  her  father — 
confound  him !  And,  after  all,  the  im- 
portant point  was  gained  when  she  con- 
sented to  do  what  he  chose.  For,  with  all 
his  own  characteristic  looseness  of  relation 
between  statement  and  fact,  Lalli  had 
gradually  acquired  an  absolute  confidence  in 
Barbara's  word.  And  it  was,  he  reflected, 
a   comfortable   quality   to   have    secured — 
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in  one's  wife.  On  the  whole,  he  was 
not  particularly  dissatisfied  with  his 
marriage. 

Barbara  had  remained  for  some  time 
where  he  left  her.  She  had  resolutely  taken 
up  her  book ;  it  was  a  volume  of  Darwin's 
"  Origin  of  Species/'  which  was  compara- 
tively new  then,  and  which  Hardinge 
had  lent  her.  She  had  put  it  aside  for  a 
long  time,  finding  it  difficult  reading;  but 
now,  under  the  stimulating  rush  of  indig- 
nation, it  was  astonishing  how  easily  her 
mind  moved,  receiving  new  facts  with  a 
prompt  flexible  intelligence,  which  seemed 
like  something  apart  from  her  usual  self, 
some  separate  force. 

She   read    persistently   until   her   watch 
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warned  her  it  was  nearly  time  for  luncheon. 
She  walked  back  to  the  house  with  the  same 
feeling  of  defying  emotion,  going  to  her 
room  and  ringing  for  her  maid  to  help  her 
change  her  dress. 

"  But  the  signora  contessa's  gown  is  still 
perfectly  fresh.  It  only  came  from  the 
washerwoman  this  morning,"  the  maid 
remarked  in  some  astonishment.  She  was 
not  accustomed  to  these  sudden  whims  on 
the  part  of  her  mistress. 

"  Oh,  get  me  something  I  have  never 
worn  before.  Give  me  the  new  white 
dress,"  said  Barbara,  sitting  down  before 
the  glass  and  beginning  to  arrange 
her  hair.  She  wanted  everything  to  be 
different. 

"  Per  ubbidirla,  signora,"  said  Nanna,  re- 
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fleeting  rapidly  that  it  was  true  the  Cavaliere 
Borgia  was  staying  in  the  house,  and  had 
not  Tomaso,  the  groom,  brought  back  some 
queer  stories  about  the  way  the  master 
went  on  in  Rome  ?  Madonna  mia,  but  it 
was  a  shame  !  little  Nanna  thought  sympa- 
thetically, kneeling  down  to  adjust  the  train 
of  the  new  dress.  And  if  that  was  the  way 
'Maso   expected  to  go  on  after  their  own 


marriage- 


"  The  signora  should  always  wear  white. 

The  signora  contessa  looks  like  an  angel  in 

white.     And  with  that  pink  colour  on  her 

cheeks,"  she  said  aloud.     Bio  ouono !  but  it 

was    dull    out    there    in   the    country  !     It 

was   small  wonder  if  the  signora  wanted  a 

little  amusement. 

It    is    possible    that   this   was    also    the 
vol.  in.  o 
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Cavaliere  Borgia's  opinion.  He  had  asked 
permission  after  luncheon  to  smoke  a 
cigarette  beside  her  in  the  garden.  It  was 
a  large  old-fashioned  garden  laid  out  d 
VAnglaise,  with  clipped  yew-trees,  and  much 
gravel  walk  and  stone  seats  half  buried  now 
under  the  untrimmed  thickets  of  syringa. 
At  the  farther  end  from  the  house  stood  a 
group  of  old  black  cypresses.  The  ground 
was  bare  of  everything  but  moss  beneath 
their  shadow.  There  was  a  bench  here  on 
which  Barbara  sat  down;  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  walk  were  two  stone  animals, 
sphinxes  or  lions,  it  was  difficult  to  speak 
decisively. 

Barbara  sat  down  here. 

"  It  is  hot.     "When  it  is  hot  one  finds  it 
fatiguing  to  walk  far.     You  are  tired,  con- 
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tessa,   non  e  vero  ? "  the  Cavaliere  Borgia 
observed. 

He  was  in  the  habit  of  making  statements 
of  this  nature.  Before  Lalli's  marriage  he 
had  indulged  in  much  admiration  for  this 
fair-haired  girl ;  he  thought  her  "  lively  and 
full  of  judgment "  (vivace  e  plena  di  giudizio), 
and  it  had  struck  him  as  unaccountable, 
under  the  circumstances,  that  she  should 
fail  to  feel  some  similar  attraction  towards 
himself.  Later  on,  he  had  attributed 
this  inattention  to  the  fact  of  her  being 
in  love  with  Cesco  ;  but  now,  and  espe- 
cially after  seeing  more  of  Cesco,  it  seemed 
not  improbable  that  her  mind  would  be 
more  open  to  the  claims  of  unobtrusive 
merit. 

Meanwhile,  he  proposed  to  try  an  experi- 

c  2 
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ment.  After  one  or  two  remarks  about  the 
heat — a  thunder-storm  was  coming,  up— he 
said  suddenly:  "For  we  Bomans,  of  course, 
it  makes  less  difference.  And  we  count  you 
as  one  of  ourselves  now,  signora.  Una  vera 
Rornana,  you  are  a  true  Koman.  But  I  was 
surprised  to  meet  other  friends  of  yours  in 
town  at  this  hot  season." 

"  Ah,"  said  Barbara  listlessly,  "  Miss 
Maclean  does  not  like  the  trouble  of 
travelling.  They  often  stay  all  .  the 
summer  long." 

Borgia  looked  puzzled. 
"  Miss  Maclean  ?  That  is  the  old  lady 
with  the  sister  ?  But  I  speak  not  of  her.  I 
speak  of  that  young  man — he  whose  friend 
was  lame — who  was  a  friend  of.  your 
father." 
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"Mr.  Hardinge !  Do  you  mean  Mr. 
Hardinge  ? "  she  asked,  with  a  sudden 
change  of  tone.     Her  eyes  brightened. 

"  Mr.  Hardinge.  Sicuro — Mr.  Hardinge. 
"We  met  him  at  the  cafe.  He  is  staying  at 
the  Hotel  d'Angleterre.  He  has  been  travel- 
ling. He  has  been  staying  at  Sorrento  with 
the  Signora  Damon.  He  is  at  the  Hotel 
d'Angleterre.  waiting  for  a  friend  to  join 
him,"  said  Borgia  slowly.  He  sat  down  on 
the  bench — hitherto  he  had  been  standing — - 
and  looked  steadily  at  her.  "  Is  it  possible 
that  Cesco  did  not  speak  of  this?"  he 
asked. 

"  No,"  said  Barbara,  the  colour  deepening 
a  little  on  her  cheeks.  She  added  quickly  ; 
"Probably  he'  forgot  it."  Speaking  the 
words  seemed  to  give  them  reality. 
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Borgia  shrugged  his  shoulders  heavily. 
"You  think  that  probable?"  He  hesitated 
for  an  instant;  he  looked  up.  Barbara's 
eyes  were  turned  away  from  him,  her  hands 
were  lightly  clasped  together  on  her  lap. 
The  sudden  illumination  passing  away 
from  her  face  marked  more  clearly  than 
usual  the  difference  which  this  last  year 
had  wrought  in  her  expression.  And  after 
all  Borgia  was  something  more  than  merely 
a  thick-shouldered  and  rather  stupid  young 
man.  There  were  kindly  instincts  to 
be  awakened  in  him ;  he  was,  for  in- 
stance, an  excellent  and  devoted  son. 
He  was  moved  now  by  a  real  impulse  of 
compassion. 

"  It  is — yes,  perdio ! — it  is  too  much  to 
ask   of  a    man   that   he   should   stand   by 
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calmly  and  see  you  treated  in  this 
fashion  ! " 

"  Signor  Borgia  1 "  said  Barbara,  looking 
up  with  incredulous  wonder.  It  was  a  new 
experience  to  her  that  any  outsider  should 
have  presumed  to  make  her  life  a  subject  for 
private  speculation. 

" What  does  it  matter?"  asked  Borgia, 
standing  up  and  crossing  his  arms.  (She 
had  often  seen  Cesco  assume  that  attitude.) 
"  You  would  not  listen  to  me ;  I  know 
it.  If  I  were  to  say  to  you  that  I 
care  for  nothing  in  life  but  being  of 
some  use  to  you,  what  would  it  matter  ? 
I  have  always  cared  for  you,  and  you 
knew  it  when  you  chose  to  marry  Cesco. 
You  must  have  known  it.  Why  it  was 
I   who    spoke    to    Cesco   first    about    you. 
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I  had  told  him  all  about  you  the  day 
you  met — at  the  Quirinal  Ball.  It  was 
I  who  had  followed  you  everywhere  for 
weeks ;  who  knew  all  your  movements. 
Cesco  had  never  heard  about  you,  except 
from  me,  before  that  day.  And  then  you 
chose  him." 

"  It  is  not  true ! "  said  Barbara  passion- 
ately, standing  up  and  looking  at  him  from 
under  her  eyelids  with  a  scornful  slightness, 
as  if  she  could  hardly  admit  the  fact  that  he 
was  indeed  there. 

It  was  enough  to  turn  compassion  into 
a  smarting  desire  to  make  her  feel  his 
presence  at  any  cost.  Borgia's  eyes 
sparkled.  "  You  don't  believe  me  then  ? 
Ask  Lalli,"  he  said  with  significant 
concision. 
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"  All  ! "  said  Barbara,  sitting  down  as;ain 
and  letting   her  hand   fall  heavily  against 
the  stone  of  the  bench.     She  felt  sick  at 
heart. 

"  How  was  I  to  suppose  that  you  did  not 
know  of  it  ?  You  were  easily  deceived  ! "" 
said  Borgia,  still  speaking  with  much  bitter- 
ness. 

She  did  not  move,  and,  after  a  moment's 
silence,  he  added  in  a  softened  tone  :  "  But 
I  did  not  mean  to  hurt  you.  You  have 
enough  to  trouble  you  without  that.  Only 
how  was  I  to  know  that  you  still  cared  for 
him  % " 

Barbara  did  not  answer. 

"  I  must  go  now,  I  suppose.  I  shall 
leave  a  note  for  Cesco,  to  say  that  I  was 
called  away    on   business.       I  ask  you  for 
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nothing  ;  but  whatever  happens,  you 
know  that  you  can  depend  on  me — 
to  the  death,"  he  added.  His  voice 
trembled;  he  was  much  moved  by  the 
sound  of  his  own  words.  "  Good-bye — 
Barbara ! " 

He  looked  at  her  hand,  but  his  courage 
failed  him.  He  did  not  dare  to  touch  it. 
"  I  am  going.  Tis  not  your  fault.  'Tis 
fatality.  I  am  going ;  good-bye  ! "  he  re- 
peated. He  added  :  "  I  shall  write  to  you 
from  Kome." 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said  automatically. 

The  very  words  he  used — Cesco's  old 
phraseology — fell  like  a  chill  paralysis  upon 
the  faith  she  had  been  struggling  to  keep 
alive.  At  that  moment  the  past  grew  empty 
and  ironical  as  the  placid  stone  visage  of 
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some  broken  idol.  She  leaned  her  head  back 
against  the  rough  trunk  of  the  tree  behind 
Ker,  feeling  faint.  She  heard  Borgia's 
slow  heavy  footsteps  crunching  on  the 
gravelled  walk,  and  she  knew  that  he 
was  gone;  but  his  absence  made  little 
difference.  What  she  had  heard  about 
Cesco  had  burnt  out  all  meaning  from  his 
other  words. 

"Not  even  then — he  was  not  loyal  even 
then,"  she  said  to  herself  over  and  over 
again.  For  the  first  time  since  her  marriage 
she  gave  her  fear  an  articulate  utterance. 
And  to  have  thrown  away  her  life — all  its 
possibilities — for  this  ! 

She  did  not  weep.  She  sat  looking  with  a 
sort  of  stupefied  wonder  at  the  grotesque 
forms  of  the  moss-stained  sphinxes  across 
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tlie  path.  It  was  the  first  time  in  her 
existence  that  Barbara  had  known  —  had 
recognised  —  the  inexorable  clutch  of  ex- 
perience. In  all  which  had  gone  before, 
in  her  girl-visions  of  life,  in  her  plea- 
sures, in  her  love  for  Lalli  even,  she  had 
been  conscious  of  personal  effort — of  a 
willing  effort  —  but  yet  conscious  that 
she  herself  had  somewhat  to  do  with  the 
result  obtained.  But  now — she  faced  the 
inevitable.  Here  was  knowledge  of  sorrow 
that  was  hereafter  and  always  to  be  a  part 
of  her.  It  was  not  even  a  question  how 
she  might  submit  to  it.  The  privation  was 
absolute. 

A  few  drops  of  rain  fell  slowly  on  her 
hands  and  on  her  white  dress.  She  rose, 
with   the   feeling    that    it    was    incumbent 
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upon  her  to  do  nothing  to  provoke 
remark,  and  went  back  into  the  house. 
The  afternoon  had  almost  passed  away 
as  she  sat  meditating.  It  was  grow- 
ing dusk  now  inside  the  ffreat  hall.  She 
passed  into  her  boudoir.  The  storm 
was  coming  up  rapidly ;  the  thunder 
broke  in  a  long  clattering  peal  over- 
head ;  there  was  a  banging  of  window- 
shutters,  and  a  hurrying  of  footsteps ; 
presently  she  heard  her  husband's  step 
on  the  stair.  He  had  ridden  his  horse 
around  to  the  stable  and  come  in  by  a 
back  door. 

"  What  is  all  this  infernal  nonsense  of 
Borgia's? — Look  at  my  luck  !  look  at  what 
I  have  escaped,  will  you  ?  "  he  said^  coming 
in  with  his  hat  still  on  his  head  and  an  open 
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letter  in  his  hand.  He  pointed  with  his 
whip  at  the  blinding  sheet  of  rain.  "  A 
deluge — and  just  a  day  before  the  corn 
wants  cutting!  It  is  the  devil's  own 
invention !  —  But  what  is  all  this  about 
Borgia  ?  What  made  him  go  ?  He  said 
this  morning  he  should  stay  until  to- 
morrow." 

He  threw  his  hat  down  onithe  table  and 
stood  looking  at  Barbara. 

"I  did  not  ask  him  to  go.  It  was 
his  own  proposition/'  she  said  after  a 
silence. 

"  It  is  very  curious  then,"  said  LalK  dryly, 
tapping  the  table  with  his  whip  and  con- 
tinuing to  look  at  her.  "Very  curious 
indeed." 

She  rose,  moved  by  some  uncontrollable 
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emotion.  She  walked  over  to  the 
window  and  looked  out.  With  her  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  white  driving  sheets  of 
rain,  it  seemed  easier  to  ask  certain 
questions. 

"  Cesco " 

"Well?" 

"Do    you    remember — before    we    were 

married — you    wrote    me    that    letter 

I  have  always  wanted  to    ask   you  about 

it " 

"  Well  ? "  asked  Lalli  again,  seeing  that 
she  paused.  He  threw  himself  down  on  the 
sofa  and  took  out  a  cigarette,  and  began 
feeling;  for  his  match-box. 

"  I  wanted  to  ask  you — about  that  duel 
with  Cavaliere  Borgia,"  said  Barbara  reso- 
lutely. 
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The  wild  gust  of  wind  and  rain  which 
beat  against  the  window  seemed  to  shut 
them  in  more  completely  alone.  She  crossed 
the  room  and  went  and  stood  before  her 
husband.  "About  that  duel.  Do  you 
remember ?  "  • 

"  Oh  yes,  I  remember,"  said  Lalli  calmly, 
turning  his  dark  eyes  towards  her  without 
moving. 

"  Tell  me ! "  said  Barbara  beseechingly, 
kneeling  down  suddenly  beside  him  and 
putting  her  hand  on  his  arm.  He  con- 
templated her  for  an  instant  in  silence. 
"  It  was — it  was  true,  was  it  not  ? "  she 
asked  in  a  very  low  voice,  laying  her  cheek 
down  against  his  hand. 

Lalli  smiled  imperceptibly. 

"  My  dear  Barbara,  as  if  you  needed  to 
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be  told  that  all  is  fair  in  love  and  war ! 
And  I  was  very  much  in  love  with  you 
in  those  days,  my  dear."  He  smiled  and 
brushed  back  his  moustache.  "I  assure 
you  I  remember  the  morning  perfectly." 

"  Then  you  did  not  mean  it,"  said  Barbara 
slowly. 

She  rose  and  seated  herself  by  the  table. 
She  turned  her  face  away  from  him  and 
looked  at  the  smiling  portrait  of  the  old 
Contessa  Lalli ;  it  was  the  lightest  object 
in  the  room.  "  Then  it  is  true — I  am  riffht 
in  supposing — that  what  I  imagined  to  be  a 
— a  crisis  for  you  was  only  a  farce  ?  You 
wrote  me  that  story  about  the  duel  because 
you  knew  that  was  the  way  to  make  me 
come  '?  " 

"  I  knew  that  was  the  way  to  make  you 

VOL.   III.  D 
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come    certainly,"    said   Lalli   complacently. 
"  But  it  was  quite  true  that  I  had  challenged 
Borgia  on  your  account.    Poor  Borgia  !    I  was 
really  in  the  devil  of  a  temper  that  day  !     I 
daresay  I  should  have  shot  him  if  we  had 
gone  out  together.     I  don't  know/'  he  said 
musingly,  throwing  his  arm  back  over  the 
head  of  the  sofa,  and  knocking  off  the  ash 
of    his     cigarette.       "Perhaps    we    should 
have   shaken   hands    over    it   in   any   case 
— even    if    you     had    been    stony-hearted 
enough  to  resist  my  appeal.     We  have  both 
been  out  often  enough,  not  to  need  to  give 
a  proof  of  courage  under  fire.     And  then, 
being  old  friends  made  it  easier  to  arrange. 
Fra  amici.     It  is  possible  to  come  to  an 
understanding  between  friends." 
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He  looked  over  at  his  wife  inquiringly. 
"You  never  asked  me  about  this  before, 
cam  mia.     What  is  the  matter  ?     What  has 
made   you   so    curious  1     Has   Marcantonio 
been  reminding  you  of  old  times  ?  " 

He  stood  up  and  rubbed  his  hand  carelessly 
over  his  hair. 

"  I  don't  suppose  that  you  expect  me 
to  feel  disappointed  that  I  did  not  let 
myself  be  shot  at  pour  tes  beaux  yeux,  eh, 
Barbara  ? " 

"  I  ?  I  expect  nothing,"  said  Barbara  in 
her  clearest  voice. 

At  that  moment  she  stepped  aside  morally, 
judging  her  husband  as  if  he  belonged  to 
another  world  from  her  own.  In  the  bitter- 
ness   of   that  isolation  there  did  not  seem 
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to  be  left  even  so  much  as  a  memory  in 
common.  And  it  had  always  been  so 
from  the  first.  She  had  always  been 
mistaken.  There  seemed  nothing  left  in 
the  world  worthy  of  love ;  life  had  grown 
hateful. 

Once,  travelling  in  the  Italian  Tyrol  with 
her  father,  they  had  spent  the  greater 
part  of  a  summer  day  driving  beside  the 
barren  rock-strewn  expanse  which  at  times 
was  the  bed  of  a  stream.  She  remembered 
the  arid  iron-bound  look  of  those  mountains  ; 
in  another  way  it  seemed  to  her  that  she 
was  seeing  it  all  over  again.  And  was  it 
altogether  Cesco's  fault  that  she  had  never 
understood  a  southern  nature  ?  Had  he 
ever  pretended  to  be  otherwise  than  he  was  ? 
She  thought  of  that  Italian  stream  ;  and  the 
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full  pouring  surging  tide  of  his  passion — 
breaking  resistance  and  overwhelming  re- 
treat — where  was  it  now  ?  There  was  left 
to  her  a  bare  and  sun-scorched  wilderness 
in  the  extremity  of  summer. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  An  Englishman  of  normal  health  and 
spirits  never  compares  himself  to  anyone 
else.  At  the  utmost — when  he  is  ill,  or  after 
half  a  lifetime  of  foreign  travel — he  com- 
pares other  nations  to  his  own,"  observed 
Mr.  Clifford  Dix  sententiously.  "I  don't 
mean,"  he  added  after  a  pause,  "that  the 
remark  applies  particularly  to  Lexeter." 

"  No,"  said  Hardinge  lazily,  clasping  both 
hands  together  under  his  head  and  staring 
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up  at   the    sky ;    "  certainly   not ;    not   to 
Lexetcr." 

"  When  do  you  expect  him  here  ? " 

"  Oh — any  time  to-morrow.  I  am  not  in 
a  hurry.  I  don't  mind  waiting  when  I  have 
everything  else  I  want,"  looking  away  at  a 
distant  line  of  stone  pines.  What  dark- 
ness against  limpid  light  those  broad- 
roofed  pines  lifted  against  the  sky !  He 
gazed  at  them  for  several  moments  in 
silence.  "  Why  should  one  ever  leave 
Borne  ?     Eome  in  summer." 

"  Fever,"  said  Dix,  yawning. 

"  Han^  the  fever  !  You  had  much  better 
make  up  your  mind  to  stay.  Stay  and 
travel  up  to  Venice  with  us  when  Lexeter 
is  ready  to  go  on.  I  think  of  stopping- 
several  days  in  Venice." 
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"  Can't.  I  have  promised  to  meet  some 
people  in  Florence ;  cousins  of  mine.  One 
of  them  is  very  pretty — the  same  sort 
of  type  as  little  Miss  Damon.  By- 
the-way,  what  has  become  of  the 
Damons?  You  saw  them,  didn't  you,  at 
Sorrento  ? " 

"They  are  very  well.  They  are  just 
as  usual,"  said  Hardinge,  smiling  confi- 
dentially at  his  row  of  pines.  He  looked 
up  at  the  sky  again.  "  You  had  far 
better  join  us  and  throw  over  your 
cousins." 

"  One  of  them,  the  elder  one,  has  never 
been  out  of  America  before.  She  is  a 
wonderful  specimen  of  the  New  England 
type — one  of   those  New  England  women 
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who  lack  a  little  wholesome  sin  to  make 
them  efficiently  human.  She  is  like  some- 
one whose  only  conception  of  fire  is  sitting 
over  a  hot-air  register. " 

"  Oh,"  said  Hardinge,  "  I  did  not  under- 
stand.   Of  course,  if  you  are  looking  forward 

to  a  new  intellectual  experience That 

settles  it.  I  daresay  we  shall  all  be  grateful 
when  your  next  novel  comes  out." 

"  Ah,"  said  Dix.  "  But  speaking  of  new 
experiences,  I  saw  that  Italian  fellow 
the  other  day — Lelli — Lalli ;  the  man  who 
married  Miss  Floyd.  What  has  become  of 
her  ?  Nice  girl  that.  I  should  like  meeting 
her  again.  I  fancy  she  was  just  the  sort 
of  girl  who  would  come  out  tremendously 
strong  after  her  marriage/'     He  added,  after 
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a  pause :  "I  always  fancied  that  Lexeter 
was  rather  hit  in  that  quarter,  do  you 
know?" 

"  Lexeter ! " 

"Well,  I  don't  pretend  to  be  infal- 
lible." 

"  They  are  coming  up  to  town  this  week. 
I  met  Lalli  the  other  day  at  a  cafe,  and  he 
told  me  so.  I  half  offered  to  ride  over  to 
call  on  his  wife,  but  he  said  they  were 
coming  up." 

"  That  sounds  promising  for  Lexeter," 
said  Dix,  yawning  again  and  looking  at 
his  watch.  "  Odd  thing,  though,  that 
it  should  always  be  one's  friend's  wife 
who  teaches  one  to  fall  in  love  with 
virtue  !  —  Nearly  seven,  by  Jove  !  and 
there    is   still    all    that    confounded   pack- 
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ing  to  look  after.  "Well — good-bye,  old 
fellow.  I  shall  see  you  again  somewhere 
I   suppose  ? " 

"  I  will  walk  down  to  the  gate  with  you," 
said  Hardinge,  putting  on  his  hat. 

They  had  been  lounging  away  the  greater 
part  of  the  afternoon  in  the  Villa  Albani. 
Hardinge's  permit  was  for  an  off-day.  The 
Villa  was  empty  save  for  the  presence  of  the 
custodian,  his  workmen,  and  his  family.  And 
what  a  place  it  was,  and  what  an  afternoon  ! 
Outside  these  walls  Eome  lay  like  a  thing 
dead,  sunstruck  and  silent.  But  here  was 
leafy  coolness  ;  here  were  statues,  busts, 
fountains,  vases,  black  cypresses,  motionless 
ilex-groves,  and  formal  walks  of  box,  and 
bright  parterres  of  flowers  surrounding 
columned  pavilions  from  whose  walls  Greek 
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masks  look  out  with  tragic  glare  or  grin 
in  comic  horror.  Here  are  bas-reliefs  by 
Pheidias  and  Polyclete ;  here  is  the  famous 
bas-relief  of  Antinous  holding  the  lotus- 
flower,  his  beautiful  brows  knitted  with 
pain.  But  even  this  is  not  the  supreme 
thing  in  the  Villa  Albani.     « 

The  supreme  thing  is  the  Greek  marble 
bas-relief  of  Orpheus  and  Eurydice.  Hardinge 
stood  looking  at  it  for  a  long  time.  He 
often  came  to  see  it — this  simple,  grave, 
sweet  thing,  witness  of  a  lost  art  of  natural- 
ness, of  propriety  of  gesture,  of  harmonious 
lines  and  beautifully-filled  spaces ;  a  work 
in  which  line  and  mass  are  more  than  detail, 
in  which  everything  is  just  in  emphasis 
and  large  in  impression,  and  apart  from 
imitative  or  realistic  art. 
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The  summer  afternoon  seemed  made  for 
looking  at  this  warm-tinted,  soft-textured, 
Pentelican  marble.  He  found  himself 
in  a  world  of  graceful,  harmonious,  and 
beautiful  things,  images  from  a  past  life 
and  an  old  worship — -the  worship  of 
beauty  and  the  life  of  nature ;  a  plastic 
world,  which  bears  no  trace  of  Christian, 
or  mediaeval,  or  modern  sentiment ;  a 
summer  world,  fresh  with  the  sound  of 
water  falling  under  leaves. 

And  for  one  moment  imagine  yourself  in 
his  place.  Look  at  delightful  fauns  pipino- 
or  dancing,  at  leering  satyrs,  at  reeling 
Silenus ;  look  at  sleepy,  languid,  white- 
armed  Bacchus ;  at  well-knit  Mercury ;  see 
the  nymphs,  the  bacchantes,  the  msenades, 
and  the  marble  Venus  herself,  and  confess  if 
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this  is  not  to  feel  like  an  exile  ?  to  look 
with  alien  eyes  upon  these  shapes  from  the 
old  world  of  smiling  existences — a  world  to 
admire,  a  world  that  has  something  in  it  to 
release  one  from  the  stress  and  torment  of 
business  and  religion  ?  Aliens  and  exiles 
that  we  are,  how  close  can  we  get  to  Greek 
ideals  ?  Baffled,  as  before  something  dif- 
ferent to  us,  remote  from  us,  we  gaze  and 
use  our  critical  sense,  employ  our  under- 
standing, and  do  not  surrender  to  emo- 
tion. We  miss,  before  the  very  images  of 
supremest  Greek  life  and  beauty,  the 
blithe,  free,  open  spirit  of  pure,  and 
conscienceless,  and  elemental  enjoyment 
to  which  they  best  appeal — from  which 
they  were  born. 

We  look,  as  Hardinge  did  that  night,  past 
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statue  and  bust  and  column,  past  cypress- 
grove  and  avenue  of  ilex,  to  the  wide  cam- 
pagna,  now  warm- coloured  and  glowing 
with  ripened  miles  of  grass  and  grain  ;  we 
look  at  Monte  Generano,  pale  and  ghost- 
like ;  we  look  at  the  faint  and  waving  line 
of  the  Alban  hills  ;  we  see  the  rising  August 
moon  in  spaces  of  filmy  cloud,  the  sighing 
pines,  the  masses  of  oleander  letting  fall 
their  flakes  of  blossoming  fire.  And  then, 
and  only  then,  do  we  surrender  to  emotion ; 
sadness  and  charm  possess  us ;  for  nature  is 
greater,  closer,  more  potent  than  art  to  the 
modern  man. 

The  sky  grew  darker ;  there  was  a  rolling 
mass  of  thunder-cloud  heaped  up  at  the 
horizon  in  the  direction  of  Bracciano.  It 
was  the   storm  that  we  know  of,  breaking 
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among  the   hills.       But   the    evening   was 
cloudless   at   Eome.      While    Barbara   was 
standing  by  the  window,  Hardinge  was  idly 
watching    the    same    storm,    and    from    a 
distance.       His     thoughts    went    back     to 
Sorrento.     Presently   he   rose   and   strolled 
down   the    path    with    his    hands    in    his 
pockets.       His    way    led    him    past    the 
blossoming     oleanders.       The     flower     re- 
minded   him    of    Octave ;     the    last    time 
he  had  seen  her  she  had  worn  one  in  her 
dress.       He   stood   still,   looking    down    at 
the     soft    rosy    clusters ;     their    exquisite 
flush  of  colour  was  like  a  message,  a  con- 
fession.    He  put  out  his  hand  and  drew  one 
of  the  branches  gently  towards  him.     He 
would  not  pluck  one — no  !   he   would   not 
pluck  one   for  the   world.      He   sat  down 
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on  the  edge  of  a  marble  sarcophagus  and 
looked  over  at  the  flowers.  The  vision-like 
beauty  of  the  evening,  the  perfume  of  the 
oleanders,  the  solitude,  were  all  a  part  of  an 
exquisite  explanation.  He  understood  now 
why  he  had  returned  to  Italy. 


VOL.  III. 


CHAPTER   V. 

It  was  not  until  the  following  week  that  the 
Lallis  arrived  in  town.  Hardinge  never 
forgot  those  intervening  days.  He  spent 
them  chiefly  alone,  in  cool  deserted  galleries, 
in  churches,  or  stretched  out  at  full  length 
in  the  shade  under  the  pines  of  some  villa. 
And  wherever  he  went  he  carried  his  new 
secret  with  him.  It  followed  him  through 
the  empty  and  echoing  corridors  of  the 
Vatican  :    he  felt  it  in  the  warm  touch  of 
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the  wind,  he  heard  it  in  the  cool,  dripping, 
splashing  sound  of  the  fountains.  Once,  in 
the  course  of  that  week,  he  wrote  to  Mrs. 
Damon,  inquiring  about  their  plans.  What 
was  their  next  move  to  be  ?  It  was  quite 
possible  that  he  might  have  the  pleasure  of 
joining  them  again  before  long.  He  sent 
no  especial  message  to  Octave.  He  waited 
— he  was  hardly  impatient — for  her  mother's 
answer.  He  was  existing  in  a  charmed 
space  of  life ;  any  action,  even  the  most 
ardently  desired,  would  be  interruption. 

But  this  feeling  did  not  prevent  his  call- 
ing upon  Barbara.  It  was  the  day  after  her 
arrival,  and  as  he  entered  the  old  familiar 
portone  of  the  Palazzo  Vecchio,  and  ran 
lightly  up  the  broad  dark  steps,  it  seemed 
difficult  to  realise  much  of  change  in  her  sur- 
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roundings.  It  was  Margherita  who  opened 
the  door  to  him,  with  a  "  Bentornato, 
signorino  ! "  which  made  her  black  eyes  flash 
again  with  welcome.  Was  the  Signora  Lalli 
at  home  ?  Ah,  that  she  was,  thanks  to  the 
blessed  Madonna,  and  a  rare  sight  it  was  to 
see  the  clear  young  lady  in  her  own  place 
again.  She  had  nothing  to  say  against  the 
sio-nor  conte,  not  she  ;  a  handsome  young 
gentleman,  if  there  ever  was  one,  and  a 
tongue  to  coax  the  birds  down  off  the  trees 

when  he  was  so    minded,  but Via ! 

she  was  a  stupid  old  woman;  she  was 
keeping  the  signorino  waiting  in  the 
passage ;  and  what  with  the  luggage 
the  Signor  Floyd  was  taking  with  him, 
and  the  signora's  own  boxes  not  yet  half 
unpacked 
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"  Is  Mr.  Floyd  going  away  ?  "  Hardinge 
asked  with  some  surprise,  glancing  at  the 
pile  of  packing-cases. 

"  He  goes Santissima  vergine !  but 

he  goes  to  America/'  said  Margherita,  throw- 
ing open  the  drawing-room  door.  She 
looked  in  :  "  "With,  permission.  A  visitor  for 
the  signora  contessa  !  " 

Barbara  was  seated  at  the  writing-table 
near  the  window,  her  cheek  resting  on  her 
hand.  She  looked  up  abruptly  at  the 
sound  of  Maro'herita's  announcement,  half 
turning  around  in  her  chair ;  and  then, 
as  her  eyes  fell  upon  Hardinge,  the  whole 
expression  of  her  countenance  altered. 
Something  like  a  wave  of  reflected  sun- 
light  passed  suddenly  over  her  face.  She 
held  out  her  hand :  "  Ah,  how  good  of  you 
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to  come  so  soon.  I  am  so  glad  to  see 
you  again." 

"  I  should  have  come  still  sooner.  I 
should  have  come  yesterday,  but  I  thought 
you  would  be  tired.  I  thought  you  would 
not  want  me.  And  I  fear  I  am  interrupt- 
ing you  as  it  is/'  said  Hardinge,  shaking 
hands  with  her  and  glancing  at  the  writing- 
table. 

"  How  was  I  to  know  that  it  was  you  ? 
I  thought  it  was  some  tiresome  caller/'  said 
Barbara  playfully. 

She  drew  away  her  hand  and  pointed  to 
a  chair.  "You  shall  have  your  old  seat," 
She  sat  down  herself  with  her  back  to  the 
light,  "I  am  really  so  very  glad  to  see 
you  again/'  she  said  simply. 

Hardinge   looked   at    her.       Her  eyelids 


IX  DEEP  WATERS.  55 


were  a  little  red  as  if  she  had  been  cryino* 
not  long  before,  and  the  smile  of  pure  glad- 
ness which  was  playing  about  her  lips  gave 
her  something  of  the  look  of  an  unhappy 
child  at  school  receiving  an  unexpected 
visit. 

Hardinge  looked  at  her  with  a  sudden 
accession  of  interest.  There  had  always 
lingered  in  his  mind  some  touch  of  associa- 
tion, some  remembrance  of  the  walk  they 
had  taken  together,  which  gave  him 
a  peculiar  sentiment  about  what  con- 
cerned Barbara.  He  was  at  all  times 
especially  tender  and  chivalrous  in  his 
thoughts  about  women,  but  in  this  instance 
the  feeling  was  even  stronger.  He  would 
have  liked  to  take  both  her  hands  in 
his  to  try  to   comfort  her.       In  default  of 
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anything  more  satisfactory  to  say,  he 
contented  himself  with  asking  after  her 
husband. 

"  Count  Lalli  is  very  well,  thank  you. 
He  will  be  sorry  not  to  see  you.  He  has 
gone  to  the  bank  to  see  about  some  business 
with  my  father ;  otherwise  they  would  not 
be  out  in  this  heat."  She  looked  down  at 
her  hands  lying  on  her  lap.  "  I  think, 
probably,  he  will  be  going  to  Venice  before 
long." 

"  Who  will  be  going  to  Venice  ?  Your 
father?" 

"No.     I  mean  Cesco." 

"  Ah,  I  am  going  there  myself  before 
very  long.  Perhaps  I  may  see  him,"  said 
Hardinge,  moving  slightly  and  throwing  his 
arm  over  the  back  of  the  chair.     He  was 
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privately  determined  to  do  nothing  of  the 
kind. 

"Why,  everybody  is  going  away.  Papa 
is  going/'  said  Barbara,  speaking  rather 
sadly. 

"  Yes  ;  Margherita  told  me  so.  She  said 
that  Mr.  Floyd  was  going  to  America. 
Don't  yon  long  to  go  with  him  ?  I  mean — 
you  will  find  it  rather  lonely  here,  I  am 
afraid.  Particularly  while  Count  Lalli  is  in 
Venice,"  added  Hardinge  sympathetically, 
turning  his  eyes  away  lest  it  should  em- 
barrass her  to  feel  that  she  was  being 
looked  at. 

The  colour  deepened  perceptibly  along  her 
cheek  and  throat.  She  turned  her  face 
aside  and  looked  at  the  ray  of  light  stealing 
in  through  the  shutters. 
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"  I  suppose  it  will  be  rather  lonely,"  she 
began,  and  then  something  hot  seemed  to 
gather  in  her  eyes  and  blind  her.  She  could 
only  sit  quite  still,  hoping  that  Hardinge 
would  notice  nothing.  Do  not  blame  her 
for  it;  it  was  the  first  time  for  so  many 
months  that  anyone  had  been  solicitous 
for  her.  The  words  that  he  used  were 
commonplace  enough  ;  but  there  was 
no  mistaking  the  feeling  of  friendliness 
and  liking  which  prompted  them.  And 
Barbara  was  being  taught  that  value 
of  the  safe  and  common  good  of 
life  which  is  the  mark,  perhaps  the 
•compensation,  of  suffering.  And  sorrow 
would  be  intolerable  but  that  it  brings 
wisdom  and  deepens  love.  She  had 
never    felt     more    passionately    the    need 
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of  devoting  her  life  in  service  to  some- 
thing admirable  and  worthy.  The  mood 
of  intolerable  despair  of  all  things  good 
which  had  fallen  upon  her  after  listening 
to  Borgia's  revelations  in  the  garden 
was,  after  all,  only  a  mood.  It  was 
impossible  with  a  girl  of  Barbara's 
temperament  that  the  longing,  clinging 
desire  for  something  to  love  should  not 
in  the  end  subdue  all  merely  personal 
considerations.  Lalli  was  not  what  she 
had  imagined  him  to  be.  He  had  never 
been  what  she  imagined  him  to  be ; 
the  knowledge  was  a  part  of  her 
daily  being,  but  surely  that  made  only 
one  more  reason  for  striving  ardently 
to  fill  up  all  the  blank  between  them 
with     more     and     more     of     self-devoting 
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faith  ?  But  it  was  a  relief  to  see  some- 
one with  whom  no  effort  was  needed. 
She  looked  at  Hardinge  with  a  sense  of 
absolute  confidence. 

"  You  will  forgive  my  being  so — so 
stupid.  But  things  have  gone  wrong.  I  am 
troubled  about  papa  s  going.  And  things 
have  a  way  of  being  troublesome  at  times," 
she  said,  with  a  half  smile. 

"  I  know,"  said  Hardinge  quietly.  It 
was  impossible  to  say  more  than  he 
expressed  by  the  tone  of  that  simple 
assurance. 

He  got  up  from  his  chair  and  wandered 
restlessly  about  the  room,  fingering  Mr. 
Floyd's  old  china  and  stuff. 

"  How  are  you  off  for  new  books  ? "  he 
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asked  presently,  stopping  before  the  book- 
case. 

"  I  have  several  things  to  lend  you " 
— he  turned  and  looked  towards  her — 
"  things  that  you  will  find  easier  than 
Darwin." 

"Oh,  I  have  finished  that  now,"  said 
Barbara,  looking  up  with  an  answering 
smile.  There  was  a  contagious  sense  of  con- 
tentment about  Harclinge  ;  she  felt  happier 
than  she  had  done  for  a  lon^  time. 

"  Lexeter  is  bringing  me  out  a  lot 
of  new  books  from  England.  Curious 
idea,  his  coming  down  to  Eome  in 
August,  is  it  not?  But  he  could  not 
get  away  this  year  at  any  other 
season." 
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"  I  am  glad  he  is  coming.  Only  I  wish, 
that  it  was  not  necessary  that  you  should 
go  away  so  soon  ! "  said  Barbara,  looking 
at  him  frankly. 

"  Oh,  I  am  not  gone  yet,"  said 
Hardinge,  hastily,  standing  up  and  pass- 
ing his  hand  over  his  hair.  He  added : 
"  I  think  you  must  let  me  stay  for  a. 
while  and  see  if  I  can  be  of  any  use 
to  you.  Perhaps  I  might  be  of  some 
service  to  look  after  your  luggage  and 
all  that  when  you  go  to  Venice  to 
rejoin  Count  Lalli  ?  And  when  Lexeter 
comes  we  must  see  if  we  cannot  get  up 
some  more  of  our  old  riding  parties.  I 
daresay  it  would  not  be  too  hot  after  six 
o'clock.  And  there  must  be  people  left 
in  town  whom  one  knows.'' 
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"  Don't  try  to  make  things  too  plea- 
sant. Bemember,  I  have  been  living  in 
the  country.  I  am  not  used  to  such 
dissipation,"  said  Barbara  playfully. 

"It  is  all  the  better  for  you  then. 
Such  very  good  people  are  all  the 
better  for  being  spoiled,"  said  Hardinge, 
taking  up  his  hat  to  go.  As  he  opened 
the  door  he  caught  sight  of  the  packing- 
cases  outside.  "I  want  to  see  Mr.  Floyd 
so  much  before  he  leaves.  I  want  him 
to  call  on  my  mother  if  he  stays  any 
time  in  New  York.  I  wish  you  would 
ask  me  to  come  back  to  dinner  ? "  he  said, 
laughing. 

"I  hear  papa  coming  in.  He  shall 
ask  you  himself,"  said  Barbara,  leaning 
back      contentedly      in      her      chair.       It 
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was  like  a  change  in  the  weather 
to  have  Hardinge's  bright  presence  in  the 
house. 

When  he  went  away  that  evening  Cesco 
Lalli  was  the  first  person  to  make  any 
comment  upon  him. 

"  I  am  beginning  to  like  young  Hardinge 
rather.  He  amuses  me.  I  used  to  think 
him  conceited."  He  walked  over  to  the 
empty  fireplace.  "  It  is  a  pity  he  is  such 
a  little  fellow ;  he  wouldn't  be  bad  look- 
in  or  otherwise,"  he  said,  squaring  his  own 
broad  shoulders  and  looking  at  himself 
complacently  in  the  glassv 

Barbara  had  seated  herself  at  the  writing- 
table. 

"I  am  going  to  write  to  Octave  Damon. 
Mr.    Hardinge   says   the  Damons   are   still 
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at  Sorrento.  I  am  going  to  ask  Octave 
to  come  and  stay  with  me  for  a  few 
clays,  if  it  makes  no  difference  to  you, 
Qesco?" 

"  What  difference  should  it  make  ? " 
asked  Cesco,  shrugging  his  shoulders 
slightly. 

He  fixed  his  dark  eyes  meditatively  upon 
the  ground. 

"Apropos,  I  met  Borgia  to-day." 

Barbara  did  not  answer. 

"I  asked  him  to  come  in  this  evening, 
and  he  said  he  was  en^a^ed." 

"  Well  ? "  said  Barbara,  after  a  pause,  and 
without  turning  her  head.  She  was  con- 
templating a  spot  on  the  wall.  "What 
then  ? " 

"  Oh,  nothing,"  said  Cesco,  looking  at  the 
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back  of  his  wife's  head.     She  wore  a  lar^e 
silver  comb   in   her   shining   hair.     "That 
is  pretty,"  he  said,  coming  up  behind  her 
chair    and    touching    the    comb    with    his 
ringer.      She   sat    quite    still.      Her    mind 
was  moving  rapidly  over  the  many  ways 
in    which    it    was    possible    to    give    him 
some    clue    to    the    meaning    of    Borgia's 
attitude    towards    her.       "By -the -way,    I 
shall   want  you   to   speak    again    to   your 
father  before  he  leaves  about  that  money," 
Cesco  continued,  turning  away  and  throw- 
ing  himself    clown    upon   the   end   of   the 
sofa.     He  reached   over   and   picked   up  a 
French    novel   which    was    lying    on    the 
nearest   table,  opened  it,  ran  the  palm  of 
his    hand    over   the  leaves,  and  let  it  fall 
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with,  an  exclamation  of  perfect  ennui  and 
weariness. 

Barbara  took  up  her  pen  again  and  went 
on  writ  ins;. 

One  day — it  was  during  the  first  few 
months  of  their  stay  at  the  villa — she  had 
been  attracted  to  the  window  by  the  sound 
of  repeated  shots  from  a  gun.  Below  her, 
in  the  courtyard,  were  Lalli  and  his  in- 
tendant.  Lalli  was  holding  the  gun. 
He  was  aiming  at  something  fastened 
to  a  pole  at  the  extreme  end  of  the 
court ;  something  alive,  which  ran  from 
side  to  side,  and  struggled,  and  flapped  a 
broken  wins;. 

"  Oh,  it  is  nothing  to  make  a  fuss  about," 
he    called    out    cheerfully,    throwing    back 

f  2 
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his  handsome  head  and  turning  his  face  up 
to  his  wife's  balcony.  "  Come  down  and 
see  it.  It  is  only  the  wild  hawk  that 
was  taken  in  the  nets  this  morning. 
I  have  been  trying  the  range  of  my 
new  gun.  Look  here,  that  is  not  so  bad 
for  such  small  shot  at  that  distance — 
eh  Tista  ? "  he  said,  turning  to  the  old 
intendant.  "  Look  here — and  here."  He 
picked  up  the  dying  bird  by  its  broken 
wings  and  turned  over  its  feathers. 
"You  could  cover  the  places  with  a 
sou.  That's  something  rather  different 
from  the  scattering  of  that  blessed  old 
gun  of  yours." 

"  But  oh,  Cesco,  won't  you  kill  it  ?  Look  ! 
— oh  please,  won't  you  kill  the  poor  thing 
at  once,"  said  Barbara,  clasping  her  hands 
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imploringly  as  the  bird  began  struggling 
convulsively  in  his  clutch.  "See  there — 
oh  see,  it  is  alive  still.  I  know  it  is 
alive." 

"Alive?  I  should  rather  think  it  was," 
said  Cesco  with  a  laugh,  throwing  it  down 
on  the  ground  carelessly  and  turning 
on  his  heel.  "It  takes  something;  to 
kill  a  hawk,  eh  Tista  ?  Why  that  fellow 
has  at  least  twenty  pellets  in  him 
now." 

"Twenty  at  least,"  said  the  old  man 
assentingly,  bending  down  and  pushing  the 
bird  about  with  his  foot.  "  Eh,  sigmor 
conte,  but  that  is  one  who  will  do  no  more 
mischief  in  the  world." 

"  Gia !  e  vero"  said  Cesco  indifferently, 
taking  out  his  handkerchief  and  brushing 
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a    fleck    of    blood    off   the    back    of    his 
hand. 

Barbara  never  forgot  the  expression  of  his 
face  at  that  moment.  The  whole  scene 
remained  photographed  on  her  mind — the 
look  of  the  courtyard,  the  blue  of  the 
afternoon  sky,  the  figure  of  the  old  man 
moving  away  with  bowed  back  across 
the  line  of  sunshine,  the  absolute  weari- 
ness and  apathy  with  which  her  husband 
stood  examining  the  lock  of  his  gun  while 
the  tortured  creature  was  slowly  dying 
in  the  dust  at  his  feet.  It  was  not  so 
much  positive,  active  cruelty;  it  was  not 
that  he  took  any  especial  pleasure  in  in- 
flicting pain,  it  was  merely  that  he  did  not 
care.  There  was  no  affectation  and  no 
determination  in  it — he  absolutely  did  not 
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care.  She  never  forgot  it,  and  she  never  re- 
ferred to  it  in  the  most  distant  manner.  The 
scene  remained  in  her  mind  like  a  nucleus 
around  which  other  impressions  gathered. 
Each  event  was  very  slight  in  itself,  but  not 
slighter  than  the  series  of  impressions  and 
impulses  which  had  culminated  in  her 
marriage  to  Lalli.  It  was  merely  the  same 
process  reversed. 

When  she  had  finished  her  letter,  she  rose 
from  the  table  to  fetch  a  photograph  of 
herself  which  she  wished  to  enclose  to 
Octave.  Cesco  had  fallen  asleep.  His 
head  was  thrown  back  and  his  lips 
parted ;  the  nickering  light  of  the  candles 
made  him  look  as  if  he  were  smiling,  his 
lips  seemed  to  move.  The  air  of  ennui 
which    had    been    growing    upon    him    of 
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late  had  quite  disappeared.  He  was  sleep- 
ing as  lightly  and  peacefully  as  a  tired 
boy.  One  of  his  arms  was  thrust  under 
his  head,  clutching  his  curly  hair — the 
other  had  fallen  at  his  side,  the  open  palm 
and  relaxed  fingers  were  hanging  over  the 
edge  of  the  sofa.  Barbara  bent  down  softly 
and  lifted  this  hand  gently  back.  Some 
impulse  made  her  refrain  from  waking 
him ;  he  looked  so  peaceful,  so  kind.  She 
blew  out  all  the  candles  but  one,  and 
placed  that  one  high  up  on  the  mantel- 
piece, where  the  light  should  not  shine  on 
the  eyes  of  the  sleeper.  And  then  she 
drew  her  own  chair  near  the  open  window, 
and  leaned  her  cheek  upon  her  hand  and 
looked  out. 

She  looked  upon  the  same  old  familiar 
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silhouette  of  chimney-pots  and  tiled  roofs. 
Opposite  her  window  was  the  convent ;  its 
small  round  belfry  made  a  black  line  against 
the  sky,  and  in  the  open  spaces  between  the 
rafters  she  could  see  the  outline  of  the  bells. 
Beyond  the  convent-roof  was  a  garden 
with  straight,  black  cypresses ;  beyond  that 
another  mediaeval  tower.  It  was  a  very 
hot,  still  night ;  the  air  in  the  street  felt 
breathless.  The  moon  had  not  yet  risen, 
but  beyond  the  city  the  horizon  was 
lighted  up  in  places  as  if  from  the  re- 
flection of  a  fire.  The  lamps  in  the  streets 
looked  like  fallen  stars;  they  did  not 
seem  to  radiate  light,  they  merely  glittered. 
At  this  height  there  was  just  wind  enough 
to  fill  the  white  muslin  curtain ;  it  stirred 
backwards  and   forwards,  brushing  against 
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the  polished  floor.  The  only  other 
sound  was  the  low  regular  breathing  of 
the  sleeper. 

It  seemed  such  a  good  world  just  then 
to  Barbara.  All  her  life  long  she  had 
let  herself  be  moved  by  considerations, 
swayed  by  influences  outside  of  her  own 
personal  wishes  and  griefs.  The  serene 
tranquillity  of  this  limpid  summer  night 
was  like  the  strengthening  presence  of  a 
friend.  There  seemed  reason  for  trying 
to  be  good  in  a  world  which  was  so 
beautiful. 

The  convent-bell  rang  out  sharply.  Lalli 
moved  and  muttered  something  in  his  sleep. 

"  Are  you  awake,  dear  ? "  asked  Barbara 
softly,  turning  her  head. 
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The  candle  flickered  and  smoked  in  the 
draught  on  the  chimney-piece.  Lalli  did 
not  answer,  he  was  breathing  heavily. 

She  changed  the  position  of  her  arm,  it 
was  growing  cramped  with  leaning  on  the 
window-sill.  She  sat  up,  looking  straight 
out  before  her.  Things  which  Hardin^e  had 
said  kept  coming  back ;  once  or  twice  she 
smiled ;  there  were  so  many  things  she 
wanted  to  talk  to  him  about,  the  next  time 
she  saw  him — to-morrow.  All  the  intellectual 
side  of  her  nature  had  been  appealed  to,  was 
awakened.  And  this  had  been  done  by  a 
man  in  thinking  of  whom  she  had  need 
of  no  mental  reservations,  no  fear  of 
coming  upon  dark  corners  and  baffling 
walls.     And   she  was   glad  of  it,  she  told 
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herself,  clasping  her  hands  together,  and 
looking  up,  with  eyes  which  suddenly 
grew  dark  and  moistened,  at  the  clear 
starry  vault  of  the  sky.  She  was  glad, 
it  was  good,  that  she  should  have  known 
absolute  honesty  and  faithfulness.  It  was 
good  to  be  saved  from  doubt,  not  to  grow 
hard  and  unloving  because 

And  having  reached  this  point  of  enthu- 
siasm, she  pressed  her  hand  suddenly  hard 
against  her  lips  and  began  to  cry.  The 
tears  rolled  slowly,  one  after  the  other, 
down  her  cheeks ;  she  did  not  brush  them 
away. 

The  curtain  waved  regularly  to  and  fro. 
She  could  hear  the  ticking  of  the  clock 
in   the   next    room,   the   sound   of  Cesco's 
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breathing.  And  she  was  so  young — and 
so  terribly  lonely. 

The  feeling  of  pleasure,  success,  the 
thrill  of  gratified  ambition,  the  large 
peace  of  noble  endeavour,  these  may  all 
come  into  loveless  lives — but  not  satis- 
faction. And  to  have  lost  that — at  one- 
and-twenty 

Cesco  stirred  uneasily  again.  He  moved 
his  hand  and  sighed  heavily  once  or  twice. 
Then  his  lips  parted,  he  half  opened  his  eyes 
and  spoke  : 

"Begina!" 

Barbara's  heart  seemed  to  stop  beating. 
She  sat  perfectly  motionless,  looking  at  the 
opposite  wall. 

There  was  a  moment  of  intense  silence. 
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The  curtain  rustled  and  was  still  a^ain. 
Lalli  had  closed  his  eyes  instinctively,  but 
the  sound  of  his  own  voice  had  awakened 
him,  and  he  knew  that  he  had  spoken.  At 
the  end  of  two  or  three  minutes  he  moved ; 
he  sat  up,  and  passed  his  strong  hand 
slowly  through  his  hair. 

"  By  Jove,  I  believe  I  have  been 
asleep  ! " 

He  stood  up  and  settled  the  collar  of  his 
coat  about  his  neck. 

"I  believe  I  have  been  asleep.  I  was 
dreaming.  I  was  dreaming  about  my  cousin 
— about  Kegina." 

"  Cesco ,"  began  Barbara. 

She  checked  herself  abruptly,  and  her 
head  drooped  a  little  forward. 
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Her  husband  looked  at  her  sideways. 
He  took  the  candle  from  the  mantel- 
piece. His  eyelids  were  heavy  and  swollen 
with  sleep.  "  I  am  so  tired,  I  do  not 
know  wdiat  I  am  talking  about.  Come, 
Barbara,  it  is  long  past  your  bed- 
time. Your  face  is  quite  white.  You 
will  not  be  fit  to  do  anything  to- 
morrow." 

He  held  the  door  open  for  her  to 
pass. 

He  laid  his  hand  for  an  instant  on  her 
shoulder  as  she  passed  by  him  ;  their  two 
faces  were  very  near  together,  and  Barbara 
smiled  faintly,  but  she  did  not  speak. 
How  much  would  it  be  possible  for  her 
to   believe   of    his    answer  ?      She    wanted 
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nothing  so   much   as   that   he   should   not 
speak. 

When  his  wife  had  left  the  room,  Lalli 
stood  quite  still  for  some  moments  medi- 
tating. After  a  little  consideration  he 
walked  over  to  the  writing-table  and  sat 
down.  He  began  three  or  four  times 
to  write  a  letter,  but  after  scribbling 
a  few  lines  he  tore  each  copy  into  the 
smallest  shreds.  Finally,  when  the 
dawn  was  beginning  to  grow  gray 
behind  the  housetops,  he  succeeded  in 
completing  what  he  had  to  say.  After 
all  it  was  not  a  long  letter.  He 
addressed  it  simply  "To  the  Signora 
Cardella,"  without  adding  any  number  or 
street. 
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The  next  morning  at  breakfast  he  an- 
nounced, rather  suddenly,  that  he  was  going 
to  Venice. 

"I  thought,"  said  Mr.  Floyd,  putting 
down  his  newspaper,  and  turning  his  un- 
expectant  glance  full  upon  his  son-in-law, 
"I  fancied  that  I  had  understood  you  to 
say  that  you  should  remain  in  Eome  until 
the  end  of  August." 

"  Oh,  Barbara  can  stay  as  long  as  she 
likes ;  I  don't  wish  her  to  come  before 
she  is  ready,"  said  Cesco,  pushing  away 
his  coffee-cup  and  rising  from  the 
table.  He  took  up  his  hat  to  go  out, 
and  added,  looking  at  his  wife :  "  On 
the  whole,  I  think  you  will  find  staying 
here     pleasanter.       I     shall     have     a    lot 
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of  business  to  look  after  for  the  first 
two  or  three  weeks ;  perhaps  I  shall 
have  to  go  to  Turin.  And  here  you 
will  have  Margherita  and  Miss  Damon 
to  take  care  of  you.  And  Hardinge 
might   bring  you   on   to  Venice   when   he 


comes." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

In  those  clays  it  occurred  to  Madame 
Eaimondi  to  give  a  picnic.  "I  want  to 
see,  my  dear,  who  is  left  in  Eome  when 
everybody  has  gone  out  of  town,"  she  said 
to  Barbara  confidentially.     "  Of  course  you 

are  coming,  both  of  you "     (It  was  the 

day  after  Miss  Damon's  arrival.  She  was 
sitting  in  the  window,  sewing,  in  the 
freshest  of  morning  gowns — all  over  pink 
frills.)     "  I  am  counting  upon  Octave's  re- 
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appearance  as  a  pleasant  surprise ;  and  oh, 
my  dear  child,  cannot  you  bring  your 
cousin,  Count  Lalli's  cousin  ?  I  saw  her 
the  other  day  walking  with  your  husband. 
There  is  not  another  such  a  head  and  throat 
in  Eome.  And  what  eyes  !  I  wish  I  were 
a  man ;  it's  the  only  thing  which  ever 
made  me  wish  it,"  said  the  flat-faced  little 
Scotchwoman,  poking  at  the  rug  with  her 
parasol. 

"  Dear  me  !  Do  you  really  think  she  is 
so  pretty  as  all  that  ? "  asked  Octave 
placidly,  putting  her  curly  head  on  one 
side  and  looking  critically  at  her  work. 
"  Pretty  ?  My  dear  Octave  !  " 
"  There  can  be  no  doubt  about  Kegina's 
beauty/'  said  Barbara  in  her  clear,  full, 
steady  voice.     Her  cheeks  flushed  a  little. 
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"  But  I  think — I  am  not  sure — but  I  think 
that  the  Cardellas  are  not  in  town.  I 
went  to  call  there  the  other  day  and 
the  servant  said  that  either  Eegina  or  the 
baby — I  forgot  which — wTas  not  very  well ; 
and  Signor  Cardella  had  insisted  upon 
taking  them  to  the  country." 

"Oh,  the  husband  is  a  stick.  Enrico 
knows  him  "  (Enrico  wTas  Signor  Kaimondi), 
the  elder  woman  said  carelessly ;  and  then, 
curiosity  prompting  her,  she  added  :  "  but 
I  hear  also  that  he  is  a  stick  with  a  meaning 
of  his  own,  Quite  a  baton  de  chef  oVor- 
chestre.  He  means  to  give  the  tone  to  the 
whole  proceeding.  And  they  say  that  he 
is  frightfully  jealous  of  his  wife." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  not !  "  said  Barbara  ardently, 
leaning  forward  and  clasping  her  hands. 
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"  Well,  well ;  we  all  hope  not.  It's  a 
cheap  wish,  as  wishes  go.  And  it  rather 
gives  one  a  reason  for  investigating  deeper 
into  such  matters,"  said  Madame  Eaimondi 
with  a  short  laugh,  rising  from  her  chair 
and  adjusting  the  folds  of  her  scarf.  She 
put  out  her  plump  hand,  and  all  the 
bangles  and  dangling  things  which  she 
wore  about  her  fat  white  wrists  rattled 
and  clashed  against  each  other.  "  Well, 
good-bye,  my  dear,  for  the  present. 
You  are  coming  to  my  picnic,  you  know. 
And  you  won't  tell  the  count  that  I 
have  been  talking  scandal  about  his 
cousin ;  talking  scandal  about  Queen 
Elizabeth,    eh?" 

"  I  won't  tell  him.  But  Cesco  is  in 
Venice,"  said  Barbara,  rising  too. 
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"  And  does  that  absolutely  prevent  your 
writing  to  him  ? "  said  Madame  Eaimondi, 
looking  at  her  with  bright  eyes.  "  Dear  me  ! 
I  should  never  have  given  you  credit  for 
so  much  philosophy,  Barbara.  Why,  I 
always  imagined  that  devoted  young 
creatures  like  yourself  were  in  the  habit 
of  writing  by  every  post.  "Well,  well ; 
I  suppose  a  great  deal  must  be  forgiven 
you  because  you  have  loved  much.  Why 
it  seems  only  the  other  day  that  all 
Eome  was  talking  of  your  romantic 
love  -  match.  You  must  tell  me  all 
about  it  some  day,  my  dear.  I  have 
always  meant  to  ask  you  more  about  it. 
You  know  I've  adopted  you  quite  as 
one  of  my  own  set  of  girls  since  you 
married  an  Italian.     I  only  wish  you  would 
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get  Miss  Octave  over  there  to  show  as 
much  sense." 

"Octave  prefers  making  frills,  thank 
you,"  said  that  young  lady  quickly.  And 
then  she  added  calmly,  almost  before  their 
visitor  was  out  of  earshot  : 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  think  about 
it,  Barbara,  but  I  consider  that  woman  is 
growing  perfectly  insufferable.  Her  im- 
pertinence is  always  breaking  out  in  new 
spots,  like  something  that  has  begun  to 
grow  mouldy.  I  wonder,"  she  said,  look- 
ing meditatively  at  the  needle  she  was 
threading,  "I  wonder  if  she  wears  that 
hideous  red  scarf  under  the  delusion 
that  it  takes  the  colour  out  of  her  nose  ? 
And  /  should  consider  such  a  profile  a 
judgment." 
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And  then  a  minute  or  two  later  she 
made  some  excuse  for  leaving  her  place. 
She  leaned  over  the  back  of  the  chair, 
and  laid  her  soft  cheek  gently  against 
Barbara's.  Barbara  put  up  one  hand 
and  pressed  her  face  closer.  For  a 
moment  they  stood  so  without  speaking, 
and  then  Barbara  rose  from  her  seat 
abruptly  and  walked  straight  out  of  the 
room. 

"  Poor  dear  Baby ! "  said  Octave  softly, 
looking  after  her.  She  picked  up  her  work 
again  and  sat  down  on  the  lower  step  in  the 
window- seat.  A  single  ray  of  sunlight 
came  in  between  the  closed  shutters,  and 
turned  her  rough  dark  hair  to  a  sort  of 
dusky  gold  incubus  about  the  little  head ; 
it  shone  on  some  large  white  roses  on  the 
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table,  and  was  reflected  on  the  polished 
floor.  The  whole  room  smelt  of  roses. 
A  bell  rang  somewhere,  and  Margherita's 
voice  sounded  shrilly  from  the  kitchen. 
It  might  be  another  visitor,  Octave 
thought,  and  her  heart  began  beating  a 
little  faster. 

It  was  the  grove  of  Egeria  which  Madame 
Eaimondi  had  selected  for  her  picnic.  The 
carriages  were  to  meet  there  at  five  o'clock. 
There  was  to  be  the  boiling  of  a  kettle 
under  the  trees — "  in  gipsy  fashion,"  as 
Madame  Eaimondi  herself  explained  to  the 
Cavaliere  Borgia,  leaning  on  his  arm,  and 
waving  her  hand  in  the  direction  of  the  two 
or  three  servants  in  livery  who  were  collect- 
ing sticks  from  the  underbrush  with  much 
dignity  of  gesture. 
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It  was  a  very  breezy  afternoon.  The 
wind  blew  steadily  across  the  open  country. 
The  large,  rounded,  white  clouds  moved 
rapidly  along  overhead  from  south  to  north ; 
the  rest  of  the  sky  was  of  a  dark  stainless 
blue. 

Madame  Raimondi  had  collected  a  laro;e 
party.  They  sat  on  the  ground,  at  the 
edge  of  the  grove,  about  a  table-cloth 
spread  out  on  the  grass ;  it  was  so  hot 
that  the  grass  broke  like  straw  when  one 
walked  over  it. 

Barbara  was  seated  beside  a  fat  old  lady 
whom  she  had  never  seen  before,  but  who 
looked  at  her  with  interest,  and  asked 
questions  about  her  father. 

"  I  know  Mr.  Floyd  ;  I  knew  him 
years  ago,   years  before   you  were  born  or 
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thought  of,  my  dear.  And  so  you  are 
Douglas  Floyd's  little  girl  ;  and  you 
are  married.  Dear,  dear,  how  time  goes ! 
How  very  romantic  !  I  should  like 
to  have  seen  your  father.  And  which 
is  your  husband,  pray  ?  Show  him  to 
me ;  I  should  like  to  see  him.  What 
— what  did  you  say  ?  You  must  speak 
clearly,  my  dear ;  this  hot  weather  makes 
me  a  little  deaf.  Which  of  those  young 
gentlemen  is  it  ?  Not  the  one  who  is  flirt- 
ing so  hard  with  that  pretty  girl  in  pink, 
I  hope?" 

"  Oh  dear  no.  That  is  Mr.  Hardinge,  a 
friend  of  ours.  My  husband  is  not  here  ; 
he  is  in  Venice." 

"  In  Venice  ?  How  very  romantic  !  And 
you  are  going  to  join  him  there,  of  course  ? 
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But  pray  tell  me,  nry  dear  Contessa  Lalli" 
— she  put  her  hand  impressively  upon 
Barbara's  arm — "you  said  Hardinge,  I 
think.  What  Hardinges  are  these  ?  Is 
this  young  man  one  of  the  New  York 
Hardinges  V 

"  I  think  Mr.  Hardiuge's  mother 
lives  in  New  York.  He  has  just  left 
Oxford." 

"Educated  at  Oxford  ?  Indeed!  it  sounds 
very  romantic.  I  have  been  to  Oxford 
myself;  I  took  my  niece  there  as  we  were 
passing  through  England.  And  tell  me — I 
don't  think  you  mentioned  this  young  man's 
christian-name  ?" 

"  Walter,"  said  Barbara  ;  "  Walter 
Hardinge." 

She  spoke  very  softly ;    she   had   never 
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called  him  by  his  name  before.  But 
evidently  this  old  lady's  hearing  was 
capricious. 

"Walter,"  she  repeated  briskly,  putting 
up  her  double  eye-glass.  Hardioge  looked 
quickly  across  the  table  at  the  sound 
of  his  own  name.  "  Ah,  yes,  I  thought 
so.  Now  that  he  has  moved  I  see  the 
likeness.  He  must  be  the  son  of  old 
Admiral  Hardinge  ;  his  name  was  Walter, 
I  remember.  Dear  me,  Walter  Hardinge's 
son !  A  very  good  family  that,  a  very 
good  family  to  belong  to.  Eiches  and 
religion — two  very  good  things ;  and  you 
can't  have  too  much  of  either,  as  m)^ 
poor  dear  husband  used  to  say.  And 
so  your  little  friend  seems  to  think,"  she 
added  languidly. 
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"  My  friend  ?  "   said  Barbara. 

"  The  little  pink  girl.  She  came  with 
you,  did  she  not  ?  Ah,  I  thought  so.  Well, 
I  should  say,  judging  from  appearances,  you 
know,  that  she  is  quite  well  aware  of  what 
an  eligible  young  man  she  is  talking  to. 
You  don't  agree  with  me  ?  Ah,  well,  I 
daresay  you  know  best ;  we  are  all  fallible 
in  this  world,  especially  in  such  weather." 
She  passed  a  perfumed  handkerchief  across 
her  lips.  "Is  that  my  vinaigrette  lying 
beside  you  ?  Ah,  thanks ;  a  thousand 
thanks.  But  you  are  looking  quite  pale 
from  the  heat,  my  dear  ?  I  am  afraid 
the  coming  here  has  been  too  much  for 
you  ?  Really  that  Madame  Eaimondi  is 
a  most  injudicious  person  ;  very  well- 
intentioned,  poor  soul,   but   so   injudicious. 
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And  to  drag  us  out  here  at  this  season 
of  the  year.  I  detest  picnics  of  all  kinds. 
Keally  I  do  not  see  how  people  can  be 
so  selfish." 

"I  hope  you  have  everything  you  want, 
and  are  quite  comfortable,  dear  Mrs. 
Van  Ness  ? "  asked  the  lady  in  question, 
bending  across  the  table. 

"  Oh  quite,  quite.  It  is  really  quite  too 
romantic,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Ness  graciously, 
putting  up  her  eye-glass  and  smiling  at  the 
landscape. 

Madame  Eaimondi  was  attired  for  the 
occasion  in  a  short  white  gown  with 
scarlet  bows.  The  sleeves  of  her  dress 
only  came  down  to  her  elbows.  She 
had  wide  black  velvet  bands  about  her 
wrists   to    indicate    moral    simplicity,    and 
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she  carried  a  small  basket  of  fruit  on 
her  arm. 

"  My  clear  Barbara,"  she  said,  "  you 
are  eating  nothing — positively  nothing.  I 
shall  have  to  write  to  Count  Lalli  myself 
if  you  do  not  take  better  care  of  your- 
self than  that.  Let  me  send  you  some 
of  Cavaliere  Borgia's  delicious  peaches. 
Cavaliere,  you  shall  have  the  pleasure 
of  offering  these  to  the  Contessa  Lalli  in 
person." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  no.  Indeed,  I  don't 
want  anything,"  said  Barbara,  rising  as 
she  saw  the  cavaliere  approaching.  Her 
getting  up  was  the  signal  for  a  general 
movement.  People  had  finished  luncheon  ; 
they  began  walking  about  in  groups 
and    pairs ;    many   of    the    younger    men 
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lighted  cigars  ;  there  was  a  general 
intention  to  go  down  and  look  at  the 
fountain. 

In  the  confusion  Barbara  had  moved 
away  a  few  steps.  Borgia  accosted  her. 
"You  never  answered  my  letter,"  he  said 
reproachfully. 

Barbara  was  silent  for  a  moment. 

"  I  never  read  it." 

"  Ah,"  said  Borgia,  throwing  back  his  head 
and  looking  at  her  from  under  his  eyelids. 
It  was  a  familiar  action  of  Cesco's.  He  turned 
very  red,  and  his  large  hands  began  to 
tremble.      "But  you  will  excuse    me  if   I 

observe Allow  me  to  remark,  signora 

contessa " 

"  Are  you  going  into  the  grove  ?  or  with 
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the  others  to  look  at  the  fountain  ?  Come 
and  sit  down  in  the  shadow.  It  is  cooler 
there,  and  you  are  looking  horribly  tired," 
said  Hardinge,  joining  them,  and  speaking 
in  English. 

"Yes,"'  said  Barbara  instantly,  turning 
towards  him,  and  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
proffered  arm.  She  moved  away  without 
looking  back  at  Borgia.  But  she  was  no 
longer  frightened.  When  Hardinge  had 
found  her  a  place  in  the  shadow,  she  seated 
herself  and  leaned  back  against  a  tree,  and 
drew  off  her  gloves  with  the  feeling  that  this 
was  rest. 

"  I  saw  you  being  devoured  by  a  horrible 

old  woman,"  said  Hardinge,  laughing.    "  Miss 

Damon  introduced  me  to  her  after  luncheon, 

h  2 
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but  I  fled.  She  said  that  she  was  an  old 
friend  of  our  family.  I  felt  like  reminding 
her  that  discretion  is  the  better  part  of 
friendship.  What  on  earth  were  you 
talking  to  her  about  all  the  time  those 
people  were  feeding  ?  " 

"  Oh,  about  you.  She  was  asking  ques- 
tions about  you,"  said  Barbara,  colouring 
and  reflecting  quickly  that  if  indeed  things 
had  been  as — as  Mrs.  Van  Ness  hinted,  he 
would  hardly  have  concerned  himself  so  much 
about  the  movements  of  his  neighbours. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  feel  happier  at  the 
thought. 

"  Talking  about  me,  was  she  ?  I  fancied 
I  heard  my  own  name — the  old  wretch  ! " 
said    Hardinge    comfortably.       He    threw 
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back    his    head,    and    clasped    his    hands 
behind    his   neck,    and    looked   up   at   the 
ilex-branches  above  him.      "  I  remembered 
her    perfectly  —  who   she   is   and   all   that 
— the    moment    Miss    Damon    mentioned 
her  name.     That   is  the  worst   of  Eoman 
society ;    it   is  like  a  rag-bag,  it   includes 
everything    that    has    been    rejected   else- 
where.    I    remember    Mrs.   Van    Ness    at 
my   mother's    house   when    I  was  a  little 
chap  ;  she  used  to  bully  us  all  round.     She 
had  a  husband  then,  a  very  handsome  man, 
who  had  been  all  smashed  to  pieces  in  some 
railway  accident. " 

"  Ah,  she  began  telling  me  about  that," 
said  Barbara. 

"  I    believe    myself    that    it    was    all    a 
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dodge  on  the  poor  man's  part — an  artless 
attempt  at  suicide.  I  should  have  made 
it  a  case  of  conscience  to  assist  him 
in  carrying  out  his  views  had  I  been 
present  at  the  time,"  said  Hardinge, 
breaking  out  into  his  irrepressible  boyish 
laugh.  His  face  too  had  changed  in 
this  last  year.  Just  now  he  was  very 
much  sunburnt,  and  it  made  him  look 
older. 

Presently  the  voices  of  the  rest  of  the 
party  were  heard  drawing  nearer. 

"They  are  coming  up  the  hill,"  the 
young  man  said,  looking  down  between 
the  black  ilex-trunks.  "  Shall  we  go 
out  and  meet  them?"  He  offered 
her  his  hand  to  assist  her  in  rising. 
"We    do    not    want    a    mob,   headed  by 
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Mrs.  Van  Ness,  in  the  'unfooted  grove  of 
the  gods/  " 

For  they  were  standing  nearly  in  the 
centre  of  that  strange  circular  group  of 
ilex -trees  which  crowns  the  hill.  The 
sunless  ground,  stricken  with  immemorial 
shadow,  was  bare  of  grass  or  flowers. 
The  strong  steady  wind  swept  over 
the  shuddering  black  branches  with  a 
sound  like  the  moaning  of  an  organ. 
These  trees  are  never  silent.  There  is 
always  wind  among  these  branches ; 
and  to  stand  among  them  is  like 
listening  to  the  mighty  melancholy  voice 
of  the  Campagna  itself — the  voice  of 
one  crying  in  the  wilderness — the  very 
voice  of  Rome. 

As  they  went  forward  to  meet  the  others, 
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Hardinge  said :  "  I  shall  come  to  call  on 

you    to-morrow  evening,    if   I    may — and 

bring   Lexeter.  I   expect   him    to   arrive 
to-morrow." 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Octave  was  very  silent  during  the  drive 
home.  She  went  early  to  her  room,  com- 
plaining of  headache.  She  came  down  late 
to  breakfast  in  the  morning.  It  was  a  long 
colourless  morning.  Neither  of  the  two 
girls  felt  entirely  at  ease,  and  yet  each 
had  a  great  desire  for  the  society  of  the 
other.  They  laughed  and  talked  much 
more  than  was  their  custom.  Octave  began 
describing  minutely  the  life  she  expected  to 
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lead  in  Paris  with  her  mother  ;  Mrs. 
Damon  was  already  on  her  way  to  Paris. 
And  in  the  midst  of  her  description  she 
stopped  short,  and  came  up  to  Barbara 
and  put  her  arms  about  her  neck  and 
kissed  her. 

"  I  do  love  you,  Baby,"  she  said,  with 
irrelevant  fervour,  blushing  all  over  her 
delicate  throat  and  cheek. 

Barbara  noted  the  blush,  and  her  heart 
contracted  painfully.  For  a  minute  or  two 
she  was  silent,  and  when  she  did  speak  it 
was  only  to  say  :  "  Dear,  dear  little  Octave  ! " 
But  the  tone  in  which  she  spoke  made  the 
words  sound  like  some  passionate  pledge  of 
loyalty. 

After  luncheon  Octave  went  out  to  drive 
with  Madame  Eaimondi,  who  was  to  take 
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her  to  the  theatre  in  the  evening.  After 
leaving  her  at  the  door,  Barbara  had 
herself  driven  to  the  church  of  Santo 
Stefano.  It  was  a  place  which  she  always 
associated  with  Hardinge.  They  had  met 
there  once,  in  the  early  days  of  their 
acquaintance,  on  one  of  the  first  occa- 
sions that  Lalli  had  singled  her  out 
from  the  others  and  drawn  her  apart. 
There  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  fitness 
in  going  there  now  ;  it  was  like  revisit- 
ing a  turning-point  in  their  lives.  As 
she  was  driven  over  the  narrow  stony 
byways  she  was  living  over  again, 
with  an  ardent  mournfulness,  all  the 
hours  which  she  had  ever  spent  with 
Hardinge.  She  could  see  quite  clearly 
how  that  first  feeling  of  liking   and  con- 
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ficlence  had  deepened  and  strengthened 
with  time  and  knowledge  until  now  it 
seemed  the  only  unchecked  part  of  her 
soul.  All  the  rest  was  under  restraint ; 
silenced  because  no  room  had  been  made  for 
it.  She  thought  of  their  parting,  perhaps 
for  ever,  in  a  few  more  days;  and  the 
knowledge  that  he  would  never  certainly 
know  how  much  his  presence  had  signified 
in  her  life,  counted  for  nothing  in  that 
moment  of  discovery.  All  that  she  asked 
for  was  to  keep  an  untroubled  undimmed 
impression  of  him  before  her  eyes.  Failure 
in  life  is  to  have  no  ideal.  She  felt 
that  Hardinge  had  saved  her  from  that 
experience. 

But    she   had   not    reckoned    upon    the 
effect   which    the    sight   of    that    familiar 
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place  would  have  upon  her.  She  got 
out  of  her  carriage  and  walked  to  the 
door,  past  the  narrow  beds  of  carnations 
in  bloom.  The  door  was  locked.  It  was 
late  in  the  season  for  strangers.  The 
old  custodian  looked  at  her  curiously;  he 
fumbled  at  the  key  with  trembling  twisted 
fingers.  "  It  is  the  fever,"  he  said,  shaking 
his  head  dolefully ;  "  the  fever,  the  fever, 
the  fever." 

Barbara  went  in  alone.  There  was  a 
worn  stone  step  at  the  entrance  ;  she  re- 
membered stumbling  over  it  once  before, 
and  Lalli's  outstretched  hand.  The  church 
was  cold ;  it  struck  one  with  a  chill  on 
entering.  All  the  light  came  from  above ; 
it  fell  on  cold  circular  walls,  on  pictures 
of    forgotten     martyrdoms.      It    was    like 
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passing  from  one  life  into  another,  to 
step  out  of  the  warm,  living,  impression- 
able summer  day  into  this  very  sanc- 
tuary of  death.  There  was  an  air  of  faded 
brutality  about  it  all  ;  a  sense  of  dull 
cruelty  and  futility,  which  reduced  life  to 
its  meanest  elements.  The  stupid  violence 
depicted  was  like  a  brutal  epigram  on  all 
enthusiasm. 

A  crushing  feeling  of  weariness  crept 
over  her.  It  was  one  of  those  moments 
when  the  mind  turns  away,  sickened,  from 
any  idea  of  effort  or  sacrifice,  and  old  watch- 
words sound  empty.  As  she  sat  there 
meditating,  a  bell  rang  sharply  somewhere 
overhead.  She  counted  the  strokes.  Four, 
five,    six   o'clock   already.      And   Hardinge 
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had  said  that  he  was  coming  that  evening 
to  talk  to  her. 

She  would  not  go  directly  home.  She 
had  herself  driven  to  call  upon  Monsieur 
Simon,  Lexeter's  old  and  dear  friend. 
She  found  him  sitting  up  in  a  large 
basket-chair,  playing  at  dominoes  with 
his  nurse.  His  face  brightened  a  little 
with  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her.  She 
told  him  that  Lexeter  was  coming  soon 
to  call  on  him,  and  the  old  man  nodded 
smilingly. 

"  Mais  oui,  oui.  C  'est  un  bon  cceur  celui 
la.  II  est  bien  rnalheureux"  he  said, 
turning  his  eyes  mechanically  towards  the 
place  on  the  wall  where  her  photograph 
had  been  accustomed  to  hang. 
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She  imagined  that  he  did  not  understand 
her.  "What  was  there  to  make  Lexeter 
malheureux  f 

In  lifting  his  hand,  Monsieur  Simon  had 
knocked  one  or  two  of  his  dominoes  off  the 
table.  He  did  not  observe  it,  but  when 
Barbara  stooped  to  pick  them  up  he 
apologised.  He  thanked  her  with  all  his 
old  punctilious  deference  of  manner.  The 
severe  lines  of  his  face  were  scarcely 
altered  ;  the  eyes  had  only  grown  a 
little  dull  under  his  heavy  projecting  eye- 
brows ;  but  when  he  spoke  his  voice 
sounded  like  a  child's.  He  seemed  quite 
contented  now. 

"  Lord  bless  you,  madam,  the  poor  old 
gentleman  was  never  more  comfortable  nor 
peaceful  in  his  life,"  the  nurse   said  com- 
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placentlv,  smoothing  down  her  apron  and 
following  Barbara  to  the  door. 

She  drove  home  in  a  mood  of  discourage- 
ment,  in  which  it  seemed  as  if  all  the  tragic 
realities  of  life  were  conspiring  together 
to  close  in  around  her.  She  felt  suffocated 
and  entrapped.  To  reach  the  house  she 
had  to  pass  before  the  Hospital  of  the 
Consolazione.  Once  before  she  had  been 
in  there,  with  Margherita,  to  see  after  a 
woman  who  was  hurt.  I  think  she  had 
almost  forgotten  the  circumstance,  but,  as 
she  passed  before  the  long  silent  building, 
it  all  came  back  upon  her  with  a  rush.  She 
remembered  the  look  of  the  ward,  the 
sickening  stillness  of  the  place.  There 
was  one  man  in  particular,  with  his 
arm  fastened    up    above    his    head    by   a 
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pulley  —  she  remembered  it  all  as  if  it 
had  been  yesterday.  That  helpless  swing- 
ing arm  was  like  a  symbol  of  all  the 
inevitable  helpless  misery  in  the  world, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  she  rebelled  at 
the  idea.  After  all,  what  one  wants 
most  in  this  world  is  happiness.  We  all 
begin  by  wanting  it  for  ourselves  ;  most 
of  us,  at  least  while  we  are  young,  expect 
it.  After  a  time  one  gives  up  a  good  deal 
of  the  expectation,  but  I  have  never  yet 
found  that  this  materially  affected  the 
want. 

It  all  comes  in  the  end  to  a  question  of 
unselfishness ;  but  the  impulse  towards  self- 
sacrifice  is  like  very  many  other  human 
emotions,  and  subject  to  eclipse.  And,  as 
Hardinge   observed   once,   there    are    days 
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when  the  chief  result  of  having  denied 
one's  own  wishes  and  suffered  a  great  deal 
seems  to  be  the  extended  capacity  for 
suffering  a  great  deal  more.  It  was  one 
of  those  days  for  Barbara. 

Dinner  was  ready  and  waiting  when  she 
entered,  but  she  sent  it  away  untouched. 
When  Margherita  remonstrated  she  said 
simply :  "  I  am  not  hungry.  I  cannot 
eat." 

The  old  woman  looked  at  her  with  a 
curiously  persistent  anxiety. 

"  It — there  surely  can  be  no  bad  news 
which  the  signora  contessa  has  heard  ? "  she 
asked,  bending  down  her  head  and  pre- 
tending to  arrange  the  folds  of  her 
apron. 

"  Certainly  not.     I  am  only  tired,"  said 

i  2 
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Barbara,  smiling  faintly.  She  added 
presently:  " What  possible  bad  news  could 
I  have  heard  ? " 

"Eh,  Miss  Barbara,  my  dear,"  said 
Margherita,  slipping  back  into  the  old 
way  of  speaking,  "  it's  a  hard  world  for 
everybody  at  times.  And  some  days,  the 
Lord  forgive  me !  but  I  wonder  if  the  blessed 
saints  are  growing  deaf  up  above  there? 
But  come  si  fa  ?  mia  cava  signorina,  with 
time  and  patience  the  mulberry -leaf  be- 
comes silk — and  very  poor-wearing  silk  it 
makes,  the  Lord  knows,"  she  muttered, 
going  out  of  the  room  and  back  into  her 
kitchen. 

Barbara  had  not  changed  her  walking- 
dress. 

It  was  the  hottest  night  of  that  summer. 
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Every  window  and  door  in  the  great  old 
palace  stood  wide  open ;  one  could  even 
hear  voices  of  people  talking  on  the  stairs. 
She  heard  a  clock  far  off  striking  the  quarter ; 
she  looked  at  her  watch — it  was  after 
nine  o'clock.  Surely  if  Hardinge  were 
coming  at  all  he  would  not  be  much  later 
than  nine  ? 

There  was  no  perceptible  wind,  but  every 
now  and  then  the  room  was  filled  with  the 
heavy  scent  of  orange-blossom.  There  was 
a  festa  of  some  kind,  a  saint's  day,  being 
celebrated  at  the  small  drinking-shop  near 
the  corner.  To  the  end  of  her  days  Barbara 
will  remember  the  airs  that  they  were 
playing,  the  mechanical  tinkling  iteration 
of  the  dance-music  that  night.  The  con- 
vent-bell rang  out   another  quarter.      The 
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sound  of  voices  on  the  stair  suddenly 
grew  hushed,  and  then  broke  out  again 
much  louder.  There  was  a  quick  heavy- 
step,  and  then  a  sharp  peal  at  the  bell. 
Barbara  turned  suddenly  and  walked  over 
to  the  sofa  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room 
and  sat  down.  It  was  not  her  usual  place. 
She  sat  quite  still,  waiting.  The  band  went 
on  playing  its  silly  teasing  waltz — la-la, 
la-la,  la-la-la.  And  then  it  began  all 
over  again.  One  of  the  violins  was  always 
making  a  blunder  on  the  second  bar. 
Barbara  remarked  to  herself  quite  com- 
posedly that  that  was  always  the  way  with 
those  street  musicians.  You  see  they 
depend  entirely  upon  playing  by  ear. 
Now    that    is    all    very    well,    so    far   as 
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it  goes,  but  when  you  once  begin  making 
mistakes 


Somebody  was  speaking  in  whispers  in 
the  next  room.  And  there  was  not  another 
sound  in  the  house. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

It  was  Margherita  who  came  in.  Barbara 
had  always  known  it  would  be  Margherita. 
She  never  moved  ;  she  only  turned  her  eyes 
towards  the  old  woman  and  waited.  After 
all  she  had  never  really  expected  anything 
else. 

1 '  Ah  signorina,  signorina  wiia !  "  the 
woman  cried  out  pitifully.  She  wrung  her 
two  honest  hard-working  hands  together, 
and  spread  them  out  dramatically  straight 
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before  lier  in  a  superbly  simple  gesture  of 
despair. 

Barbara,  looking  at  it,  reflected  quickly 
that  nearly  every  Italian  is  a  born  tragic 
actor.  It  is  only  the  Latin  races  who  have 
that  element  in  their  blood. 

"  Well  ? "  she  said.  She  spoke  louder  than 
she  had  intended,  but  that  was  only  because 
her  lips  were  dry. 

"Ah,  signorina  mia,  it  is — it  is  the 
Signora  Kegina.  Oh,  the  poor  Signora 
Eegina.  I  remember  her  a  little  child 
on  the  Pincian  hill  with  the  other 
children.  It  seems  only  the  other  clay. 
And  when  she  used  to  look  at  me 
with   those   great   eyes   of  hers,  and   say : 

'Please — good  Margherita '     And  such 

little   hands ;    no    bigger  than  that.      And 
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such  coaxing  ways  about  her;  who  ever 
had  the  heart  to  refuse  her  anything  ? 
And  now  to  think  of  her  lying  there  as 
good  as  dead,  santissima  Vergine!  as  good 
as  dead,  and  not  even  her  husband  with 
her!" 

"  Well  ? "  said  Barbara  again. 

"It  is  the  fever,  signorina,  la  perniciosa. 
Ah,  you  do  not  know  what  that  is,  you 
others.  It  is  only  the  Eomans  who  know 
it.  It  is  the  fever  that  never  spares ; 
they  all  die  of  it,  some  in  one  day, 
some  in  two  ;  never  more  than  two.  And 
to  think  of  the  Signora  Eegina  with 
her  little  baby.  It  was  yesterday  night, 
signora,  that  she  started.  She  took  no- 
body with  her  but  the  boy  to  drive 
the  horses,  and  he   was  too  young   to   do 
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anything  but  what  he  was  told  to  do, 
poveretto!  And  all  night  long  they 
drove  across  the  Campagna ;  and  when 
they  got  into  town  they  had  to  lift 
her  out  of  the  carriage,  Pietro  says,  and 
all  day  long  she  has  been  lying  like  some- 
body in  a  trance.  And  no  one  knows 
when  the  Signor  Cardella  is  coming,  ah, 
pover  uomo !  they  say  he  is  quite  mad 
with  jealousy  about  his  wife.  He  worships 
the  very  ground  she  treads  on.  And  the 
doctor  is  with  her  now,  and  the  sisters. 
They  say  she  will  not  pass  the  night, 
povera     signorina!    and,     if    you     please 

signora,   Pietro   has   come   to   ask  for 

They  have  sent " 

She  stopped  short  and  looked  irresolutely 
at  her  young   mistress.     The  band  at  the 
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corner  went  on  playing  its  variations  :  la-la, 
la-la,  la-la-la. 

"And  so,"  said  Barbara,  speaking  quite 
calmly  and  in  the  tone  of  a  person  finish- 
ing an  old  story,  "and  so  they  have  sent 
here  for  my  husband." 

She  got  up,  still  with  that  air  of  abso- 
lute self-possession,  and  walked  straight 
across  the  room.  There  was  a  book  lying 
open  on  one  of  the  tables.  She  closed 
it  gently  and  pushed  it  back  into  its 
place. 

"Will  you  fetch  me  my  hat,  Margherita  ? 
And  send  someone  downstairs  to  call  me 
a  carriage.  I  shall  not  take  you  with 
me  on  account  of  Miss  Octave ;  but 
— stay.       Is     there     anybody     here    wait- 


m   DEEP   WATERS.  125 


ing  ?  any  messenger  from  the  Signora 
Regina  ? " 

There  was  a  shuffling  of  feet,  and 
someone  coughed  discreetly  behind  the 
door. 

"There  is  Pietro,  the  Signor  Cardella's 
own  man.  But — but  oh,  signora  mia,  per 
Vamor  di  Dio,  you  are  not  going  there — 
without  knowing.  The  Lord  forgive  me ! 
but  if  I  had  the  judging  of  the  Signor 
Cesco " 

"Don't,"  said  Barbara  quickly,  lifting  her 
hand. 

She  stood  still,  looking  down  at  the  floor 
for  a  moment. 

"  When  Miss  Octave  comes  home — don't 
cry,  Margherita,  it   does   no   good,    and   I 
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want  you  to  help  me  in  this.  When 
Miss  Octave  comes  home  you  will  tell  her 
that  I  have  been  called  out,  suddenly, 
to  see  a  sick  person.  And  you  will 
see  that  she  has  something  to  eat  be- 
fore she  goes  to  bed.  And  if  Mr. 
Hardinge      should      call       this      evening, 

you    will    tell   him "      She    lifted    up 

her  eyes  and  looked  at  Margherita. 
"Say  that  I  am  sorry  not  to  have  seen 
him,"  said  poor  Barbara  gently. 

She  went  down  the  long  stairs  like 
somebody  in  a  dream.  A  man  walked 
in  front  of  her,  carrying  a  light.  It  was 
the  same  man  who  helped  her  into  the 
low  carriage. 

"It  is  only  a  country  trap,  not  fit  for 
the  city.     But  the  Signora  Cardella  chose 
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it  because  it  was  so  light  for  the  horses. 
And  I  hope  the  signora  contessa  will 
excuse  it.  No  one  will  see  the  signora,  it 
is  so  dark." 

Barbara  thanked  him,  and  got  in  mechani- 
cally. She  did  not  hear  a  word  of  what 
he  said.  But  long  afterwards  she  remem- 
bered that  the  horses  wore  bells  to  their 
collars  like  Campagna  horses.  She  was 
positive  about  this  because  she  heard  them 
jingle.  The  man  too  was  familiar  to  her. 
It  was  a  one-seated  trap,  so  that  she  sat 
next  to  the  driver  ;  as  they  passed  under 
the  first  gas-lamp  she  looked  at  him — she 
knew  his  face  at  once.  She  had  noticed 
some  peculiarity  about  it  the  only  time 
she  dined  at  the  Cardellas'.  She  remem- 
bered   that     dinner     perfectly,     and    how 
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Cesco  had  talked  to  her  on  the  way 
home.  They  had  been  married  three  months 
then 

The  servant  saw  that  she  recognised  him, 
and  touched  his  hat. 

"  The  poor  signora  is  very  bad,  very 
bad  indeed,"  he  said  gravely.  "  The  signora 
contessa  will  be  very  much  shocked  to  see 
her.  The  doctor  was  there  when  I  came 
away." 

"Yes," said  Barbara  automatically.  Kegina 
had  looked  so  very  beautiful  at  that  dinner. 
She  remembered  speaking  of  it  to  Cesco 
as  they  came  away.  She  remembered  his 
laughing  at  her  for  being  so  enthusiastic, 
and  saying 

The  carriage  stopped  with  a  jerk  at  the 
door  of  the  Cardellas'  palace.     There  was 
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another  groom  waiting  here,  who  ran  for- 
ward with  a  lamp.  The  driver  looked  at 
her  as  he  helped  her  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  she  reflected  quickly  that  he  must 
know  all  about  it.  Probably,  for  he  was, 
after  all,  only  a  kind-hearted  country  lad 
whom  the  Signor  Cardella  had  taken  from 
the  farm  into  his  service  ;  probably,  he  was 
sorry  for  her. 

She  thanked  him  again  and  went  up- 
stairs. 

There  had  only  been  two  old  servants 
left  in  the  house  to  look  after  it,  and  both 
had  departed.  Italian  servants  never  stay 
where  anyone  is  dying.  It  is  considered 
unlucky.  There  was  no  one  left  in  charge 
but  the  grooms  in  the  stable  and  the  Sister 
of  Charity,  whom  the  doctor  had  brought 
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with  him.  It  was  an  English  doctor  whom 
she  knew,  and  his  face  brightened  up  at  the 
sight  of  her. 

"Indeed,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  some 
responsible  person.  You  are  going  in? 
You  are  not  afraid  of  the  infection  ?  Well, 
I  think  you  are  quite  right  myself.  I 
don't  hold  with  this  theory  of  the  perniciosa 
being  contagious.  In  ninety-nine  cases  out 
of  a  hundred  you  will  find  it  brought  on 
by  imprudence,  the  most  reckless  impru- 
dence, as  with  that  poor  lady  in  there. 
Very  shocking  case,  very.  I  never  saw  a 
sadder.  And  not  a  soul  to  look  after  the 
place  !  " 

"  Is  there  no  hope  then  ?  None  ?  Is 
there  nothing  more  to  do  for  her  ?  Nothing 
that " 
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She  paused  between  every  question,  and 
stopped  at  last ;  she  could  read  the  answer 
in  his  face.  She  sat  down  suddenly  and 
buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then 
she  heard  the  tinkling  of  a  glass  against  a 
decanter,  and  some  wine  was  held  to  her 
lips. 

"  My  dear  lady,  you  are  overwrought. 
Come,  come,  Signora  Lalli ;  why  this 
is  not  like  you.  This  won't  do  at  all. 
"Why,  my  dear  lady,  don't  you  know 
that  I  am  always  holding  you  up  to 
my  patients  as  an  example  of  the  one 
young  woman  in  the  world  who  can 
control  her  nerves  ? "  the  old  doctor  said 
encouragingly,  patting  her  on  the  shoulder 
like  a  child. 
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She  swallowed  a  mouthful  of  the  wine 
obediently.  In  a  moment  or  two  she 
moved  her  hands  away,  and  said  :  "  I  beg 
your  pardon.  I  did  not  mean  to  be  trouble- 
some. But  it  is  all  so  sudden.  And  my 
husband   is   away.      Eegina    is    his  cousin 

— they    were    brought     up    together " 

Her  voice  began  to  tremble  again,  but 
she  looked  up  and  smiled  faintly  at  the 
doctor. 

"  Just  so.  Exactly.  And  a  very  fortu- 
nate thing  it  is  for  her  that  you  have 
come."  The  servants  had  been  as  reticent 
in  their  conjectures  as  Italian  servants 
are  wont  to  be,  and  Doctor  Vincy  had  not 
been  living  thirty  years  in  Kome  for 
nothing. 

He     turned     his     keen,     steady     gray 
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eyes  upon  Barbara's  face  for  a  moment. 
"H — m,"  he  said,  frowning  until  the 
bushy  eyebrows  nearly  met  across  his 
forehead. 

He  opened  a  door  softly.  "  Don't  be 
alarmed  at  whatever  she  may  say.  She 
will  not  recognise  you." 

But  when  they  went  in  there  did  not 
seem  much  occasion  for  this  warning. 
Eegina  was  lying  on  the  bed  with  her 
eyes  closed.  Her  cheeks  were  flushed  to 
a  dark  purplish  red.  One  round  white 
arm  was  stretched  out  over  the  coverlet. 
It  was  a  blue   silk   coverlet   with   a   long 

o 

fringe ;  her  fingers  kept  plucking  at  the 
fringe. 


H — m,"  said  the  doctor,  looking  down 


at  her. 
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He  held  her  hand  in  his  for  a  moment, 
and  then  laid  it  gently  back  upon  the 
pillow.  The  ringers  began  contentedly 
plucking  at  the  pillow. 

"  H — m,"  said  the  doctor  again,  shaking 
his  old  head. 

He  went  away  into  a  corner  of  the  room, 
and  began  talking  to  the  nurse  in  a  low 
tone.  Barbara  sat  down  in  the  chair  by 
the  bedside. 

How  long  she  sat  there  she  never  could 
tell.  But  perhaps  it  was  not  many 
minutes  before  the  doctor  came  back. 
He  no  longer  spoke  under  his  breath,  and 
there  was  something  hopeless  in  the  very 
fact  that  such  words  could  be  fearlessly 
spoken. 

"You  will  stay  here  for  the   remainder 
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of  the  night  ?  Or  at  all  events  until — 
until  there  is  no  necessity  for  further 
attendance  ? " 

"  Yes,"  said  Barbara  just  audibly. 

"  Ah  !  That  is,  I  think,  the  best  arrange- 
ment. It  is,  indeed,  all  we  can  do.  I  will 
not  trouble  you  with  any  directions  ;  the 
nurse  knows  what  is  to  be  done — the 
stimulant,  when  she  can  be  got  to  take 
it.  And  this  ice  can  be  changed  on  her 
head."  He  took  a  pair  of  glasses  out  of 
his  pocket,  and  began  fitting  them  on 
slowly.  "  I  shall  return  about  four  o'clock. 
It  is  not  likely  that  there  will  be  any 
change  sooner.  And  I  shall  bring  Dr. 
Guastalla   with    me.       It    will    always   be 

satisfactory    to   the    family I    have 

taken  upon  myself  to  telegraph  to  Signor 
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Cardella.  He  can  hardly  be  here  before 
the   morning    train    from    Naples,    but    if 

he     should    arrive I     fear,      from 

what  the  servants  say,  that  this  poor 
lady  left  home  somewhat  in  defiance  of 
his     wishes,     and     he In    case    he 


comes- 


"I  shall  be  here,"  said  Barbara  simply, 
laying  her  own  cool  hand  protectingly 
upon  the  clutching  fingers,  and  looking 
up  at  the  doctor  with  a  clear  solemn 
gaze. 

I  have  never  heard  old  Dr.  Vincy 
quoted  as  a  man  of  imagination  before 
or  since,  but  it  is  an  undoubted  fact 
that  he  told  his  wife  subsequently  that 
the  Contessa  Lalli  had  looked  at  him 
with  the  face  of  an  angel. 


IX  DEEP   WATERS.  137 

"Pooh,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Vincy 
promptly.  She  had  known  Barbara  Floyd 
in  the  days  when  she  wore  short  frocks, 
and  she  had  no  patience,  not  she !  with 
a  girl  who  married  an  Italian. 

Perhaps  the  very  strangest  thing  about 
totally  exceptional  events  is  that  they  seem 
so  simple  when  they  happen.  Barbara 
never  could  recollect  afterwards  how  long 
it  was,  but  it  seemed  a  long  time  that  this 
silent  vigil  lasted.  Once  the  nurse  got 
up  and  went  to  the  door.  There  was 
some  whispering,  and  when  she  returned 
to  her  place  she  said  something  about 
sending  for  the  priest  to  administer  extreme 
unction. 

"  Oh,  not  yet ! "  said  Barbara  fervently. 
It  seemed  like  giving  up  the  last  hope. 
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"The  signora  contessa  is  not,  I  imagine, 
of  our  religion  V  the  sister  asked  gravely. 
After  that  she  seemed  less  inclined  to 
converse.  She  sat  quite  motionless,  with 
bent  head,  telling  over  her  rosary.  From 
time  to  time  she  rose  noiselessly  to  freshen 
the  cloths  with  vinegar.  After  a  while 
she  looked  up  quietly  and  said : 

"If  the  signora  has  anything  especial 
to  say  to  the  Signora  Cardella  she  had 
better  be  ready.  She  is  waking  now ; " 
and  even  as  she  spoke  Begina's  heavy 
eyelashes  quivered.  She  sighed  once  or 
twice,  and  asked  for  water.  Barbara  took 
a  glass  from  the  nurse  and  held  it  to 
her  lips.  Her  hand  trembled  so  that 
great  drops  of  the  medicine  fell  and  stained 
the  sheet. 
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"Dear  Kegina,  do  you  know  me?  I 
am  Barbara/'  she  said. 

Eegina  opened  her  wild  mournful  eyes 
and  looked  at  her.  At  that  moment, 
with  her  flushed  face,  and  her  bare  arms, 
and  her  heavy  hair  unbound  upon  the 
pillow,  she  was  so  gloriously  beautiful 
that  even  the  nurse  was  startled. 

She  said :  "  I  want  Cesco." 

Barbara  turned  white  to  the  very  lips, 
but  she  answered  at  once,  trying  to 
speak  slowly  and  clearly :  "  Poor  Cesco 
is  not  here ;  he  is  very  far  away — in 
Venice.  He  will  be  very  sorry  when 
he  knows.  But  if  there  is  anything 
that  you  want  to  say  to  him,  and  you 
will  tell  me,  I  promise  you  that  I  will 
repeat    it.      You    can    trust    me — indeed 
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you  can  trust  me.  I  am  so  sorry  for 
you " 

Her  voice  had  grown  as  urgent  as  some 
inarticulate  cry  for  help.  She  was  only 
conscious  of  living  through  her  own  and 
Kegina's  suffering. 

Regina  looked  at  her  now  with  a  sort 
of  apathetic  wonder. 

"It  was  a  cruel  letter/'  she  said  slowly. 
And  then,  after  a  long  pause  :  "  Mamma 
would  never  let  us  meet.  Sometimes  I 
could  speak  to  him  on  the  stairs — the  old 
stairs  at  home. — And  Ugo  will  not  let  me 
see  him. — Cesco " 

She  suddenly  raised  herself  up  in  the  bed 
and  stretched  her  arms  straight  out  before 
her.  The  movement  was  so  unexpected 
that  the   sister  had  not  even  time  to  put 
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her   arm   behind  her  and  assist  her  rising. 
She  said  : 

" 1  want  Cesco.     I  blew  the  candles — out 
— before  the  Madonna — and  ifc  is — dark — 

on  the  stairs " 

"  Kegina Oh,  I  cannot  bear  it.    My 

heart  will  break/'  Barbara  said  passionately, 
and  speaking  English.  She  took  hold  of 
both  the  dying  woman's  hands  :  "  Begina, 
my  poor  girl,  have  you  not  a  word  to 
say — nothing — for  your  husband,  for  your 
little  child  ?  Good  God,  it  is  impossible, 
impossible  that  she  should  die  like  this. 
Eegina !  " 

There  was  an  instant  of  absolute  breathless 
silence. 

"  She  is  goinof  off  ao;ain  "  the  nurse  said 
significantly,  feeling  the  weight  grow  heavier 
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on  her  shoulder.  She  lowered  her  arm 
cautiously,  and  as  she  did  so  Regina  looked 
up  into  her  face  with  that  resplendent  wide- 
eyed  glance  of  hers,  and  laughed.  She 
laughed  aloud,  like  a  child,  as  Barbara 
had  never  heard  her  laugh  before.  In  what 
little  intercourse  there  had  ever  been 
between  them,  the  Italian  girl  had  always 
acted  on  the  defensive ;  Barbara  had  seen 
her  reticent,  sneering,  sulky ;  she  had  never 
in  any  way  connected  the  idea  of  simple 
joyousness  with  that  magnificent  beauty. 
And  now,  even  as  they  leaned  over  her,  her 
eyelids  drooped  and  a  changed  sharpened 
look  came  over  her  face.  They  laid  her 
back  on  the  pillows  and  waited. 

The  Cardellas'  house  was  a  very  old  palace 
at  the  corner  of  what  is  now  one  of  the 
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new  boulevards  of  modern  Borne.  It  faced 
a  street  running  directly  across  the  city 
from  one  to  the  opposite  gate.  Towards 
morning,  Barbara  was  aware  of  a  faint, 
distant,  continuous  noise — something  un- 
classifiable  :  a  noise  which  at  one  moment 
seemed  sharp  and  at  another  muffled,  which 
swelled  and  decreased  in  volume  without 
ever  absolutely  ceasing,  and  which  was 
distinctly  drawing  nearer.  When  she  first 
realised  that  she  was  hearing  it,  she  had 
already  been  unconsciously  listening  to  it 
for  many  minutes.  It  had  already  begun 
to  assume  a  definite  form,  to  divide  itself 
into  two  clearly  defined  sounds,  the  muffled 
footfall  of  a  myriad  feet  and  the  shrill 
incessant  multitudinous  cry  of  a  crowd 
of  animals. 
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"  It  is  the  sheep  changing  pasture,"  the 
nurse  said,  laying  down  her  rosary  and 
listening. 

It  was  a  flock  of  sheep  being  driven 
from  one  part  of  the  Campagna  to  another, 
and  crossing  the  city  in  the  dead  of 
night.  For  nearly  a  mile  the  narrow 
street  was  blocked  with  a  dim  moving 
mass,  now  dark  and  struggling,  and 
now  nearly  white,  as  it  was  lost  in  the 
shadow  of  the  houses  or  emerged  into 
the  dim  moonlight  of  the  cross-streets. 
There  were  thousands  upon  thousands  of 
them,  herded  by  silent  dogs  and  watched 
over  by  mounted  shepherds,  clothed 
in  shaggy  goat -skins,  and  armed  with 
long  lances  to  which  their  lanterns  were 
fastened. 
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In  a  very  few  minutes  the  room  was  filled 
with  the  growing  strident  bleat  of  the 
sheep.  The  air  grew  impregnated  with  a 
wild  musky  smell.  In  a  moment,  out  of 
the  silent  summer  night,  there  had  arisen 
the  cry  of  thousands  of  struggling  creatures. 
The  noise  which  they  made  was  like  nothing 
describable,  nothing  imaginable.  It  did  away 
at  once  with  all  civilisation.  It  was  like 
something  born  of  the  night,  something 
alien,  inarticulate,  wild,  and  strange  beyond 
description. 

And  all  this  time  Eegina  never  moved. 

The  clamour  died  away  slowly  like  the 
passing  of  the  wild  train  of  some  witches' 
sabbath.  By  -  and  -  by  the  doctors  came 
again.  There  were  two  of  them  now. 
They  came   into   the   room   and   went  out 

VOL.  III.  l 


146  THE  HEAD   OF   MEDUSA. 

again,  and  Barbara  answered  when  they 
spoke  to  her. 

After  a  time  someone  touched  her  on 
the  shoulder  gently.  She  looked  up ; 
there  was  a  man  followed  by  a  boy 
standing  in  the  doorway,  and  the  man 
was  dressed  like  a  priest.  And  then 
somebody  asked  Barbara  to  wait  in  the 
next  room. 

She  went  in,  and  the  door  was  shut 
behind  her.  She  went  and  stood  by  the 
window  ;  the  morning  sky  was  turning 
gray.  Begina's  bird  was  awakened  by  the 
glare  of  the  paling  candle  ;  he  hopped 
restlessly  about  his  cage.  Presently  he 
began  to  sing. 

And  then  Dr.  Vincy  came  in. 

She  half  rose  from  her  seat  and  looked 
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at  him.  "  My  dear  lady/'  he  said,  coming 
up  and  taking  one  of  her  hands  in  his; 
"my  dear  young  lady " 

"  And  she  never  spoke  again  ?  She 
said  nothing  ? — nothing  ? "  asked  Barbara, 
with  a  sickening  prevision  of  what  was 
coming. 

" Nothing,"  the  doctor  said  ;  "she  went 
quite  quietly ;  she  hardly  suffered.  There 
was  not  a  chance  of  saving  her  from  the 
very  first." 

Barbara  had  reached  the  utmost  limit  of 
all  power  of  resistance.  She  could  do 
nothing  now  but  sob  helplessly  and  let  her- 
self be  taken  care  of  as  they  chose.  She  had 
begged  to  be  the  first  who  spoke  to 
Signor  Cardella;  but  when  they  brought 
him  to  her,   she   could  only  hold   out  her 
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hands  to  him  in  helpless  pity,  crying 
out : 

"  I  wish  I  could  have  done  something 
for  her.  I  wish  that  I  could  have  got 
her  to  speak  to  me." 

It  was  nearly  twelve  o'clock  before  the 
doctor  would  let  her  be  driven  home.  As 
they  drew  near  her  own  house,  he  noticed 
that  she  began  to  tremble  violently.  He 
looked  out  of  the  carriage  -  window  and 
saw  a  young  man  stepping  rather  quickly 
across  the  street.  The  old  doctor  looked 
at  him  hard  for  a  moment. 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  I  thought  I  recognised 
that  youngster.  There  goes  young  Har- 
dinge.  Now  I  wonder  what  he  is  doing 
in  Eome  at  this  season?" 

It  was  a  good-natured  attempt  to  divert 
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the  poor  young  lady's  melancholy  thoughts. 
But  Dr.  Yincy  was  not  astonished  that 
she  did  not  answer.  He  was  accustomed 
to  a  lack  of  self-control  in  women. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

It  was  the  fact  of  the  Florence  train  being 
an  hour  late  which  had  prevented  Hardinge 
from  calling  on  Barbara.  By  the  time 
Lexeter  had  washed  off  some  of  his  travel- 
stains  and  eaten  a  leisurely  dinner  it  was 
too  late  for  anything  but  a  stroll  out  into 
the  moonlight — "  If  you  are  sure  that  you 
are  not  too  tired,  old  fellow  ? " — said  Har- 
dinge, stopping  to  light  his  cigar  in  the 
hotel-passage. 
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They  stepped  out  into  the  street 
together. 

"  Which  way  ? " 

"  Oh,  Capitol,"  said  Lexeter,  thrusting 
his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  turning 
down  towards  the  Corso. 

It  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock,  but  the 
street  was  still  crowded  with  slowly-passing 
Eomans.  Light  summery  dresses  flitted 
constantly  past  them.  The  air  was  full 
of  light  laughter  and  quick  voices,  and  the 
tripping,  tinkling  sound  of  the  mandoline 
from  every  little  wine-shop. 

"And  to  think  that  I  was  sitting  in 
chambers  in  London  three  days  ago,"  said 
Lexeter,  looking  contentedly  around  him. 

"Ah!  town  won't  be  very  cheerful 
now." 
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"  About  as  cheerful  as  a  locked-up  trunk. 
And  if  you  could  have  seen  the  fog  the 
day  I  left.  Good  Lord!  Well !  "—they 
had  got  to  the  foot  of  the  Capitoline  hill, 
and  Lexeter  stopped  deliberately  and  seated 
himself  on  one  of  the  lower  steps  of  the 
stairway — "  I  never  feel  myself  thoroughly 
out  of  England  until  I  find  myself  reclining 
picturesquely  upon  a  public  monument. 
And  to  sit  without  one's  hat  in  the  public 
thoroughfare — well,  I  should  not  like  at 
this  moment  to  be  called  upon  to  define 
the  privileges  of  a  Briton.  Go  on,  old  boy, 
you  were  saying " 

"  Oh,  nothing  particular.   I  say,  Lexeter." 

"Well?" 

"You  haven't  half  asked  after  your  old 
acquaintances.     By-the-way,  one  of  them  is 
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gone.  Old  Floyd — you  remember  him  ? 
You  used  to  be  awful  pals.  Well,  he 
sailed  about  a  fortnight  ago  for  America." 

"  Ah  !  and  have  you — have  you  happened 
to  see  any  of  the  others  lately  ? " 

"  I  was  to  have  called  on  the  Contessa 
Lalli  to-night,  you  know.  I  told  you 
so." 

"  No,  you  said  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said 
Lexeter  slowly. 

"Ah  well,  I  meant  to.  It  comes  very 
much  to  the  same  thing,"  said  Hardinge, 
beginning  to  wiiistle.  He  looked  up  at  a 
star  precisely  above  him.  "Jolly  night, 
this.  As  I  was  not  saying,  then,  there  is 
one  character  in  history,  now  happily 
defunct,  for  whom  I  have  always  enter- 
tained   the   liveliest    sympathy — and    that 
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is  the  last  young  lady  who  was  chained  to 
the  rock  before  Andromeda.  I  fancy  her 
relatives  and  friends  must  have  had  a  very 
slight  opinion  of  Perseus." 

Lexeter  looked  at  the  ground. 

"There  are  moments  when  I  am  abso- 
lutely convinced  that  women  are  merely 
the  creatures  of  accident. " 

Hardinge  glanced  at  him  quickly,  re- 
membering something  which  Clifford  Dix 
had  hinted. 

"Not  all  women.  There  are  exceptions 
here  and  there,"  he  said  rather  awkwardly. 
He  threw  away  the  end  of  his  cigar.  "  Come 
along  to  the  top  and  have  a  look  at  old 
Marcus  Aurelius." 

The  hollow  square  of  the  palace  was 
all    in    shadow.     As    they   came    up    the 
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steps,  the  imperial  horseman  and  horse 
of  bronze  were  merely  a  darker  shade 
upon  the  shadowy  background  of  the 
piazza.  On  the  loggia  of  each  facade, 
antique  figures  of  Greek  gods  and  Koman 
deities  lifted  in  various  attitudes  of  grace 
and  dignity  against  the  limpid  moonlit 
sky.  All  else  was  darkness.  They  could 
not  even  see  the  fountain,  they  could  only 
hear  the  cool  sound  of  its  falling  water 
plashing  into  the  wide,  shallow,  brimming 
marble  basin  at  their  feet. 

Hardinge  went  forward  a  few  steps : 
"  By  Jove,  Lexeter,  look  at  that ! "  Eising 
into  the  tepid  air,  against  the  fleecy 
drifting  clouds  of  an  Italian  summer 
night,  they  looked  up  at  the  great  statue 
of    the   emperor.       It   rose   between   them 
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and  the  moonlight,  a  muffled  figure  with 
outstretched  arm  and  outspread  hand 
coming  dark  and  distinct  against  the  sky. 
Centuries  of  life  seemed  to  fall  away ;  it 
was  indeed  the  imperial  hand  of  Marcus 
Aurelius,  imperious  but  benignant,  a  hand 
to  urge  and  restrain — a  hand  of  command 
and  clemency,  raised,  as  if  in  solemn 
warning,  over  the  merciless  sleeping  city, 
across  those  blood-sprinkled  steps  of  the 
Capitol,  at  whose  base  life  and  liberty 
have  sunk  so  often,  unpitied  and  incarna- 
dine, in  the  dust. 

They  stood  looking  at  it  in  silence 
for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  Lexeter 
said  abruptly :  "  Look  here,  Hardinge. 
You  were  speaking  of  Andromeda.  Did 
you     mean     anything    in     particular?      I 
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mean  anything  about  Miss  Floyd  that 
was." 

I  don't  know  what  possessed  Hardinge. 
"No,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's  delibe- 
ration. He  consoled  himself  afterwards 
with  reflecting  that  this  was  not  altogether 
a  falsehood.  I  do  not  understand  where 
he  saw  the  difference  myself. 

"I  ask  the  question,"  Lexeter  added 
calmly,  "because  of  the  great,  the  very 
great  liking  and  admiration,  which  I  have 
for  Barbara.     As   you    said    a   little    while 

ago,      I      am      her      father's     friend " 

Hardinge  raised  his  eyebrows  and  looked 
at  Marcus  Aurelius. 

"  I  happen  to  know — I  am  not  at  liberty 
to  tell  you  how — that  she  was  particularly 
in    love   with    her    husband.      Mr.  Floyd 
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talked  to  me  about  it  weeks  before  their 
engagement.  At  a  picnic  down  at  Ostia; 
I  daresay  you  don't  remember  it.  And  it 
would  distress  me  very  much  to  hear  that 
her  marriage  was  a  failure." 

"My  dear  fellow,  if  I  wished  to  be 
cynical — which  I  don't — I  would  answer 
you  that  every  marriage  in  a  certain  sense 
is  a  failure.  No  woman  ever  marries 
exactly  the  man  she  fell  in  love  with; 
especially  not  an  imaginative  and  generous- 
natured  girl  like  Miss  Floyd.  I've  no 
doubt  she  looked  upon  Lalli  as  the  em- 
bodiment of  honour  and  courage  and 
chivalry  when  she  married  him.  I  don't ; 
but  then  that  is  a  mere  matter  of  private 
opinion.  I  don't  know  of  anything  against 
him,    mind   you.       But    I    don't    like    his 
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style.  I  don't  like  the  men  lie  associates 
with.  That  fellow  Borgia,  for  instance. 
I  consider  Cavaliere  Borgia,  dispassionately 
speaking,  a  cad.  The  opinion  is  quite  dis- 
passionate, for  I  don't  think  I've  ever 
exchanged  six  words  with  him  in  my 
life." 

He  drew  out  his  cigar-case  and  lighted 
another  cigar. 

"  Smoke  ?  you  won't  find  them  so  bad 
in  their  way.  The  fact  is,  Lexeter,  the 
most  damning  thing  I  know  about  Lalli 
is  what  I  have  heard  you  say  yourself — 
that  all  his  good  qualities  are  thrust  upon 
the  public  like  so  many  advertisements. 
I  quite  agree  with  you  there.  And  so 
does  Miss  Damon,"  he  added  in  a  lower 
voice. 
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"  Ah !  "  said  Lexeter.  He  took  out  a 
match  and  struck  it.  "  Have  you  seen 
.any  English  papers  lately  ?  Seen  that 
last  row  at  Berlin  about  Alsace-Lorraine  ? " 

The  next  day  he  went  out  early  in 
the  afternoon,  and  called  on  the  Contessa 
Lalli.  Margherita  opened  the  door  to  him, 
and  informed  him  blankly  that  the  signora 
did  not  receive. 

About  an  hour  afterwards  Hardinge 
called  on  the  same  errand.  But  instead 
of  letting  himself  be  sent  away,  he  asked 
for  Miss  Damon. 

Miss  Octave  had  gone  out  for  a  few 
moments,  but  if  the  signore  cared  to  wait 

in   the   drawing-room ?       The   signore 

expressed  his  entire  readiness. 
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He  had  been  waiting  some  quarter  of 
an  hour  or  so  in  the  cool  flower-scented 
room ;  he  had  had  time  to  walk  about 
and  look  at  Barbara's  books,  at  Octave's 
music  scattered  over  the  piano ;  he  was 
standing  by  the  table  fingering  the 
odds  and  ends  which  filled  Octave's  work- 
basket  when  the  door  opened  rather 
suddenly.      She  had  come  home. 

"  Why  have  you  bought  so  many  pairs 
of  scissors  since  you  left  Sorrento,  Miss 
Damon  ? " 

"  Oh,"  said  Octave,  putting  out  both 
hands,  "  I  am  so  miserable  !  I  am  so 
glad  that  you  have  come  !  " 

It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had 
ever     seen    her    in    trouble.       The    sight 

VOL.  III.  m 
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of  her  trembling  lips  was  like  the 
signal  for  the  awaking  of  all  the  ten- 
derness  in  his  nature.  He  spoke  quite 
abruptly. 

"Will  you  tell  me  all  about  it?  Tell 
me,  Octave ;  tell  me ! "  He  took  both 
her  little  gloved  hands  in  his,  and  kissed 
them  one  after  the  other  devoutly. 

Octave  remained  quite  passive.  She 
stood  looking  at  him  for  nearly  a  minute 
without  speaking. 

Presently  he  said :  "  Will  you  come 
and  sit  on  the  sofa?  And  may  I  take 
off  your  hat  ?  Will  you  let  me  touch 
your  beautiful  hair  ?  My  dear,  my  love  ! 
I  don't  know  how  to  say  it  to  you.  Words 
are   not   good   enough.      I  should   like  to 
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kneel  down  before  you.  I  love  you.  I 
worship  you.  May  I  tell  you  how  I  love 
you,  Octave  ? " 

She  laid  her  two  hands  softly  together, 
and  turned  her  face  towards  him.  They 
sat  in  this  way  looking  at  each  other 
for  another  minute  or  two,  and  then 
Hardinge  moved  and  put  his  strong  arm 
gently  about  her. 

"  I  should  like  to  be  allowed  to  devote 
all  the  rest  of  my  life  to  you.  I  should 
like  to  spend  my  life  in  making  you  happy. 
My  dear,  will  you  let  me  try  if  I  can 
do  it?" 

"  Yes/'  said  Octave,  dropping  her  eyes 
gravely  and  sighing. 

He   put    his    hand    gently   agaiust    her 

m  2 
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cheek,  and  lifted  up  her  face  towards 
him.  He  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and 
then  bent  down  and  kissed  her  on  the 
lips. 


CHAPTER  X. 

It  was  some  time  before  Hardin  ge  thought 
of  saying  :  "  You  were  in  trouble  when 
you  came  in,  and  you  have  not  told  me 
why.  May  I  not  be  allowed  to  help 
you?" 

"  It  was  about  poor  Baby.  Oh,  I  had 
forgotten  her.  She  was  asleep  when  I  went 
out.  I  will  go  and  see  if  she  is  awake 
now." 

"  And  you  will  come  back  soon  ?     Other- 
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wise  I  shall  not  let  you  go,"  said  Hardinge 
playfully. 

She  came  back  in  the  course  of  two  or 
three  minutes. 

"  She  is  asleep.  I  did  not  awake  her ; 
I  only  opened  the  door  and  looked  in." 
She  had  not  heard  yet  of  Begina's  death ; 
she  only  knew  that  Barbara  had  been 
sitting  up  with  her  ;  she  began  telling 
Hardinge  about  it.  "  Poor  Barbara !  she 
is  so  good — I  don't  think  there  is  anybody 
better  than  Barbara.  And  yet  she  is  always 
making  mistakes.     "Walter  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  I  wonder  if  I  ought  to  tell  you  some- 
thing ? " 

"  Yes  ;  tell  me,"  said  Hardinge,  taking 
up  her  hand  and  kissing  it. 
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"  It  is  a  secret,  you  know.  Nobody 
knows  of  it  but  you.  But — but  Cesco 
Lalli  asked  me  to  marry  him  once  ;  ages 
ago." 

"  He  did,  did  lie  ?     By  Jove,  I " 

"Hush.  I  told  you  you  were  not  to 
be  angry.  And  I  did  not  want  to  marry 
an  Italian,"  said  Octave  softly.  "  It  was 
different  with  Barbara.  She  always  had 
ideas.     Poor  Barbara  ! " 

Everywhere  about  the  room  there  were 
flat  dishes  filled  with  large  white  roses. 
Octave's  gown  was  the  only  other  light 
spot  in  the  semi-darkness.  Far  down  the 
hot  street  they  could  hear  the  strident  cry 
of  some  fruit-seller.  "  I  should  like,"  said 
Octave,  "  to  tell  no  one  before  I  see  mamma 
about  —  this."       She    rested    her    smooth 
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cheek  contentedly  against  his  shoulder. 
"And  now  that  Barbara  looks  so  unhappy 
— I  don't  think — I  am  afraid  Count  Lalli 
is  not  very  kind  to  her.  And  it  would 
seem  so  unkind  to  tell  her  just  now 
about — us." 

"  Then  you  shall  tell  her  when  you  like," 
said  Hardinge.  What  would  he  not  have 
promised  at  that  moment?  She  was  so 
sweet,  so  shy,  so  precious ;  he  hardly  dared 
do  more  than  look  at  her.  He  touched 
her  reverently,  with  an  exquisite  yearning 
pang  of  tenderness  as  one  would  touch  a 
flower.  This  keen-eyed,  determined,  and 
rather  careless  young  man  found  himself 
suddenly  transported  into  an  entirely  new 
world  of  sensations.  A  fortnight  ago  he 
might    have    spoken    perhaps    of    Octave 
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as  of  a  charming  and  pretty  girl.  She 
was  his  queen  now,  set  above  all  meaner 
praise  than  that  of  silent  and  impassioned 
service. 

For  all  these  hours  Barbara  had  been 
lying  on  the  sofa  in  her  dressing-room. 
She  was  not  asleep,  as  Octave  had  imagined. 
The  first  horror  of  shrinking  from  the 
implacable  clutch  of  this  anguish  was 
over.  She  gazed  now  at  her  sorrow  in 
the  face ;  she  recognised  it  as  a  companion. 
When  Octave  opened  the  door  and  looked 
in,  she  had  reached  a  stage  of  passive  ex- 
haustion. The  first  cruel  force  of  her 
indignation  —  her  outraged  pride  —  was 
spent.  She  could  think  almost  calmly 
now  of  meeting  her  husband.  She  was 
beginning  to  pity  him  rather  than  herself. 
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After  a  long  while  she  heard  a  bell  ring 
sharply  ;  the  sound  aroused  her.  She  sat 
up  and  pushed  back  her  loosened  hair.  A 
moment  later  she  heard  Octave's  step  in 
the  passage,  and  she  sank  back  among 
her  pillows  ;  she  was  not  ready  to  see 
anyone  yet.  But  the  thought  of  Octave 
€ame  to  her  like  a  living  touch.  Dear 
little  Octave,  poor  child ;  knowing  nothing 
as  yet  of  the  cruel  branding  experiences 
of  life ; — from  the  depths  of  her  own 
grief  Barbara  felt  like  stretching  tender 
protecting  arms  about  her.  She  began 
little  by  little  to  merge  her  own  sorrow 
in  a  growing  sense  of  human  fellowship. 
She  saw  again  vividly  before  her  the  ex- 
pression of  blank  despair  on  Ugo  Cardella's 
austere   countenance ;    and    she  reproached 
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herself  with  not  having  done  more  for 
him.  She  lay  quite  motionless,  with  her 
pale  cheek  resting  on  her  hand,  and  her 
clear  mournful  gaze  fixed  upon  the  op- 
posite wall  ;  but  what  she  was  really  seeing 
wras  a  continually  increasing  multitude  of 
claims  and  duties — all  the  sorrow  of  the 
world  stretched  out  helpless  hands  towards 
her.  It  was  an  hour  of  solemn  initiation  ; 
one  of  those  impassioned  moods  whose 
duration  is  measured  by  moments  of  in- 
tolerable enthusiasm,  leaving  landmarks 
for  a  whole  life's  direction.  It  was  one  of 
those  experiences  which  make  us  strong 
and  which  make  us  dumb.  High  tides 
or  an  earthquake  are  not  continuous  mani- 
festations, and  yet  there  is  more  evidence 
of  their  passage    on   the  land  than  of  all 
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the  smiling  fruitful  years.  Duty  —  fatal 
implacable  tyrant !  nobler  than  emperor, 
more  insatiable  than  Csesar — let  those  who 
know  what  it  is  to  stand  beside  the 
grave  wherein  lies  buried  all  thought  of 
personal  good  and  joy ;  let  those  who 
have  renounced — the  world's  nameless 
martyrs,  looking  forward  to  no  resurrec- 
tion dawn — let  those  about  to  live  salute 
thee. 

She  rose,  steadying  herself  by  the  back  of 
a  chair,  for  she  was  chilled  with  exhaustion 
and  giddy  with  lack  of  food.  She  rose 
and  walked  languidly  over  to  the  window 
and  pushed  open  the  blind.  It  seemed  to 
her  that  days  had  passed  since  she  entered 
that  room,  and  it  was  yet  afternoon.  The 
joyous  blue-and- white  sky  was  still  full  of 
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sunshine  and  li^ht.     It  was  like  ofo-incr  back 
into  life.     The  first  sickening  sense  of  isola- 
tion   in  her  sorrow  was  past.     She   began 
languidly  to  re-arrange  her  hair  ;  presently 
she  rang  for   her   maid  to  come  and  help 
her.      She   would    go    out    and    speak   to 
Octave  now ;  she  would  send  for  Hardinge. 
They  would  be  ready  to   accept  what  she 
told  them.     And  Kegina's  name  was  safe. 
And    it   was   a    great    deal   to    have    the 
friendship    of    those   two — she   thought    of 
each    of    them    apart.     Mrs.     Van    Ness's 
words  remained  like  nothing  more  than  an 
uneasy  memory.     It  was  impossible — when 
she  had  nothing  else  to  love  in  the  world 
— impossible  that  anything  could  occur  to 
widen  the   distance   which   must   for   ever 
remain  between  herself  and  Hardinge.     She 


174  THE   HEAD   OF   MEDUSA. 

knew  perfectly  well  now  that  she  loved 
him,  and  there  was  a  mournful  delight 
and  pride  in  the  thought  that  she  cared 
above  all  for  what  was  highest  in  him, 
with  a  love  that  could  only  be  intensified 
by  time  and  privation.  And  courage  was 
easier  when  she  thought  of  this.  She  was 
ready  to  renounce  all  the  desires,  all  the 
exigencies  of  love,  so  that  she  might  still 
go  on  loving  him.  She  did  not  expect 
personal  happiness  ;  she  only  clung  to  the 
belief  that  he  would  not  change  as  every- 
thing else  had  changed  about  her.  And 
even  this  seemed  much.  For  she  herself 
was  changed.  She  was  as  one  who  has 
looked  for  some  ineffacable  instant  upon  the 
head  of  the  Medusa,  who  has  seen  and 
touched  the  darker  possibilities  of  life — to 
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whom  for  ever  after  the  spring  fields  and 
the  untroubled  laugh  of  children  shall 
come  fraught  with  a  sense  of  passionate 
significance  and  loss. 


fiook  HI. 


ANArKH. 


"  It  is  hard  to  lose  the  dream  of  a  life ;  and  when  that 
dream  Las  drawn  all  its  lustre  from  virtue,  when  joy  has  been 
conceived  only  in  the  loving  service  of  the  noblest  being,  the 
highest  ideal  we  know,  then  if  a  man  sees  his  ideal  crushed 
before  his  eyes,  and  feels  that  honour  itself  has  turned  against 
him,  and  that  because  he  has  disdained  base  things  he  has  lost 
all — then  shall  it  be  known  if  his  virtue  is  a  derivative  and  con- 
querable  thing,  or  has  in  it  an  inbred  energy  that  is  incapable 
of  despair.  If  he  can  raise  his  head  to  fight  anew,  he  will 
find  all  fighting  easy  now.  The  worst  has  come  to  the  worst ; 
henceforth  can  no  man  trouble  him;  he  bears  in  his  spirit  the 
tidemark  of  its  highest  woe." 

Frederic  Myers. 


vol.  ill. 


CHAPTER  I. 

One  October  afternoon  we  were  sitting  in 
the  inner  porch  of  the  church  of  San  Marco 
at  Venice,  and  we  were  talking.  To  us 
presently  appeared  a  small  party  of 
three :  husband,  wife,  and  unmistakable 
courier. 

"Fellow-Britons  abroad,"  observed  my 
companion  resignedly ;  and  we  sighed  and 
looked. 

They   stepped  out  of  the   sunshine  into 

N    2 
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the  shadow  of  the  atrium,  and  the  lady 
opened  her  hand-bag  and  produced  a 
book. 

"  We  need  not  go  in ;  we  have  seen 
this  place  already,  my  dear,"  she  re- 
marked triumphantly  after  consulting  some 
entry. 

"  Do  you  think  so,  my  love  ?  It  looks 
very  pretty.  But  I  have  no  recollection 
of  it  really,"  said  her  husband  very  mildly, 
gazing  about  him  with  a  polite  and  de- 
precatory air. 

"I  am  sure  of  it.  Because  it  is  crossed 
out  in  my  book,"  his  wife  continued,  shut- 
ting up  her  bag  with  an  emphatic  snap, 
and  forthwith  they  departed,  followed  by 
an  impassive  courier,  and  I  trust  spent 
the   remainder   of    that   autumn   afternoon 
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profitably  in   the   purchase    of  many  glass 
beads. 

And  then  we  went  out  and  sat  down 
at  the  foot  of  the  loggia  of  Sansovino,  and 
gazed  at  our  beloved  church.  It  rose 
before  us  like  a  thing  of  the  dawn  and 
of  the  sunset ;  strange,  fantastic,  beautiful. 
From  the  dawn  had  come  its  colour  and 
from  the  night  its  mystery.  Like  the 
gorgeous  fabric  of  a  dream  we  saw  it ; 
lustrous  with  the  glitter  of  gold ;  rich 
wTith  slabs  of  veined  and  coloured  marble 
and  curious  Byzantine  sculptures ;  sheeny 
like  a  dove's  neck ;  delicate  and  lovely 
in  tone  like  a  shell ;  low-domed,  column 
upon  column,  florid  arch  upon  florid  arch ; 
pale  and  gleaming  and  splendid  with 
the   spoils    of  centuries    of  conquest.      Set 
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above  the  Adriatic  tides  which  come  and 
lave  its  marble  slabs  and  lapse  away  sigh- 
ing to  the  sea,  St.  Mark's  Church,  sea- 
washed,  sea-worn,  a  thing  of  the  sea 
and  sky,  is  for  ever  touched  and  trans- 
figured by  the  changes  of  both,  gleam- 
ing under  the  one,  and  reflected  in  the 
shallow  pools  of  the  other — pools  which  fill 
its  very  porches  in  the  high  tides  of  early 
spring  and  autumn. 

As  we  sat  watching  all  this  we  saw  a 
beautiful  and  intelligent  collie-dog,  who 
had  been  lying  patiently  for  some  time 
past  with  his  nose  between  his  paws  and 
his  wistful  eyes  fixed  upon  the  church- 
door,  spring  to  his  feet  and  make  a  rush 
at  a  man  crossing  the  piazza. 

"  Hallo,    Prince ! "    we    heard    the    man 
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say ;  "  why,  what  are  you  doing  here  ? 
Where  is  your  master,  sir  ? " 

The  dog  whined  and  barked  and  fawned 
in  the  shape  of  a  comma  about  the  man's 
legs. 

"  I  know  that  man,"  observed  Lawrence, 
"  his  name  is  Lexeter.     He  writes  for  the 

Eeview.      He  is  a  capital  fellow.     If 

he  comes  over  here  I'll  introduce  him  to 

you." 

But  Lexeter  did  not  come  toward  us ; 
he  turned  into  the  church.  He  was 
evidently  looking  for  someone,  and  pre- 
sently he  caught  sight  of  her  in  the 
person  of  a  tall,  rather  sad-faced  girl 
who  was  seated  on  the  marble  bench  at 
the  foot  of  one  of  the  pillars.  There 
were   only   a   few   people   left    in    church ; 
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the  organ  was  playing  for  the  benedic- 
tion. She  appeared  to  be  listening  to 
the  music ;  her  lips  were  slightly  parted ; 
she  was  looking  at  the  blue -robed  angel 
of  the  mosaic  overhead,  and  there  was 
something  in  her  action  and  expression, 
and  in  the  way  the  light  fell  upon  her 
upturned  face,  which  recalled  the  face 
of  Titian's  Madonna  in  the  great  Assump- 
tion picture  at  the  Belle  Arti. 

She  did  not  observe  Lexeter  until  he  was 
very  near  her,  and  then  it  was  beautiful  to 
see  how  her  whole  look  changed.  She 
turned  to  him  gladly,  holding  out  her  hand 
with  a  full  cordial  smile. 

"  You  have  come  back  ?  I  am  so  pleased. 
We  did  not  expect  you  back  until  to- 
morrow." 
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"  Oh,  Eimini  was  hot,"  said  Lexeter,  "  and 
it  became  a  personal  question  between 
myself  and  the  landlord  whether  I  should 
be  driven  up  to  inspect  the  Kepublic  of 
San  Martino.  It  was  quite  useless  my 
assuring  him  that  I  object  to  all  republics. 
And  then  I  thought  I  would  come  and  see 
Hardinge  off/' 

"He  goes  to-night,"  said  Barbara, 

"He  is  not  coming  back  again  to 
Italy  ? " 

"No." 

The  organist  began  playing  the  Ave 
Verum  of  Pergolese.  The  red  sunlight  stole 
higher  up  the  golden  dome ;  it  touched  the 
angel's  folded  hands. 

"  Do  you  remember  what  Thackeray 
says   somewhere,   I    think   it  is    in    one  of 
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his  '  Koundabout  Papers/  about  success  ? " 
asked  Lexeter  abruptly.  "  He  says  there 
is  something  which  justifies  itself,  some- 
thing godlike,  in  all  success.  Well,  I 
am  beginning  to  believe  the  contrary,  or 
rather " 

He  hesitated. 

Barbara  turned  and  looked  at  him. 

"  I  believe,"  said  Lexeter,  "  that  to 
accept  failure  nobly  is  to  surpass  success." 

She  was  silent  for  a  moment. 

"  Why  do  you  say  this  to  me,  Mr. 
Lexeter  ? " 

Her  voice  had  a  way  of  changing ; 
when  she  spoke  impulsively  it  had  at 
times  the  clear  colourless  ring  of  a  child's 
voice. 

"  Oh,"     said     Lexeter     almost     harshly, 


ANArKH.  187 


"  who  does  not  end  by  accepting  less 
than  he  asked  for  ?  We  begin  by  claiming 
happiness,  we  end  by  being  thankful  when 
we  are  not  hurt.  And  people  call  that 
experience.  There  is  a  man  here — Denis 
Lawrence,  I  saw  him  a  moment  ago  on 
the  Piazza — who  used  to  have  a  favourite 
saying :  On  nait  demi-dieu  et  Von  menrt 
epicier" 

"But  don't  you  think — don't  you  really 
think  it  is  something  to  have  recognised 
and  wanted  the  best  ? "   said  Barbara. 

"  Ah,"  said  Lexeter.  He  got  up  and 
stood  before  her  ;  he  was  not  looking  at 
her,  he  was  looking  past  her  and  overhead 
at  the  great  golden  and  blue  -  and  -  white 
angel.  "  It  seems  odd,  does  it  not,  that  al] 
our   particular   Boman  set   of  a   year   ago 


188  THE   HEAD   OF   MEDUSA. 

should  be  so  scattered  ?  There  is  yourself 
married,  and  Clifford  Dix  gone  to  America, 
and — and  Hardinge " 

The  organ  stopped  playing  with  a 
sort  of  jerk  It  is  very  much  out  of 
tune ;  all  the  church  organs  want  tuning 
in  Italy. 

"Do  you  know  how  soon  Hardinge  is 
going  to  marry  Miss  Damon  ? "  Lexeter 
asked. 

He  went  on  without  giving  her  time  to 
answer  :  "  Generally  one  does  not  mind 
much  about  a  man's  marriage.  But  one  can 
never  help  taking  a  peculiar  interest  in 
what  concerns  Walter.  I  never  liked  any 
other  man  half  so  well.  And  I  really 
believe  he  is  doing  the  best  thing  for  him- 
self  possible — now.     Under   all   that   easy 
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way  of  his  he  has  a  very  devoted  nature. 
If  he  had  fallen  in  love  with — with  any 
woman  he  could  not  marry,  it  would  have 
gone  very  hard  with  Walter.  Some  men — 
oh,  some  men,"  said  poor  Lexeter,  "  are 
made  to  bear  that  sort  of  thing.  At  least, 
they  have  to  take  life  pretty  much  as  it 
comes  to  them.     But  Walter " 

Years  after  Barbara  remembered  the 
action  of  his  hands  as  he  was  speaking. 
He  was  standing  in  front  of  her,  and  his 
hands  were  gripped  together  so  that  each 
vein  and  muscle  stood  out  under  the  skin. 
It  was  like  the  wordless  confession  of  some 
supreme  struggle.  Barbara  thought  it  was 
because  he  was  so  kind  and  so  sorry  for 
her.     Perhaps  it  was. 

She  stood  up  now   and   looked   at    him 
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full  in  the  face.  "  Listen  !  "  she  said.  "  I 
did  not  know  this  before.  You  were  right 
in  thinking  that  I  did  not  know  it,  and 
I  am  glad  that  you  have  told  me.  I  want 
you  to  remember  this  always.  I  was  glad 
— I  will  be  glad  of  all  the  happiness  that 
comes  to  Walter  and — and  Octave.  We 
shall  miss  him,  you  know — but How- 
ever dear  people  may  become,  one  must 
be  glad  when  they  find  their  own  happiness 
— even  away  from  us. 

She  was  speaking  under  the  force  of 
an  emotion  which  made  her  forget  every- 
thing but  what  she  was  saying.  Lexeter 
had  ceased  to  be  a  man  and  a  comparative 
stranger  ;  he  had  lost  all  individuality; 
she   was    speaking    to    him   as    from   one 
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liuman  soul  to  another.  And  lie  felt  tins 
perfectly. 

"  God  bless  you,  Barbara ! "  he  said. 
He  took  her  hand  in  his.  "  If  I  do  not 
see  you  again  I  want  you  to  remember 
this — that  I  did  not  believe  very  much 
in  women  when  I  first  knew  you ;  but 
you  have  taught  me  to  think  of  all  women 
better  for  your  sake.  I  don't  suppose  it 
makes  very  much  difference  to  you  what 
I  think,"  said  poor  Lexeter;  "but  perhaps 
some  time  you  will   be  glad  to  remember 

that   I   said   this.       And — and "      He 

looked  at  her  hand  which  he  held,  and 
then  at  her  face,  and  then  up  at  the 
splendid  winged  angel  against  the  gold 
mosaic.      Afterwards   he   thought,    with   a 
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pang  of  regret,  that  lie  might  have  kissed 
her  hand  and  that  he  did  not  do  it. 

"  And  so — God  bless  you,  my  dear  !  " 
he  said. 

That  was  how  they  parted. 


CHAPTER  II. 

There  was  a  new  piece  being  given  at 
the  Opera  that  night,  and  the  Lallis  had 
a  box.  Hardinge  had  promised  to  come 
in  and  say  good-bye  to  them  there ;  he 
was  leaving  with  the  Trieste  boat  at 
eleven  o'clock.  He  joined  them  rather 
late ;  the  first  act  was  nearly  over. 
He  carried  some  flowers  in  his  hand — for 
Barbara. 

There   was   some   little    talk    about    the 

VOL.  III.  o 
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new  music  when  lie  first  came  in,  and 
then  Lalli  said  : 

"  But  you  are  really  going  this  evening, 
Signor  Hardinge  ? " 

"  Naturally/'  said  Hardinge,  looking  at 
him  with  some  surprise.  He  was  struck 
by  the  peculiar  expression  of  Cesco's 
countenance. 

"And  you  will  not  return  again?  We 
shall  not  have  the  pleasure  of  welcom- 
ing you  back  again  to  la  nostra  bella 
Italia  f  You  really  abandon  us  ?  You 
leave  us  desolate  ? "  Cesco  persisted. 

"  Oh,    as   for   being   desolate But 

I  really  wish  that  I  could  persuade  you 
to  come  for  a  little  while  to  Vienna.  Why 
should  you  not  ?  The  journey  is  nothing, 
and  you  like  travelling,"  he  said,  looking 
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at  Barbara.  He  added  in  a  lower  voice  : 
"You  know  the  Damons  will  be  there. 
It  is  unkind  of  you  not  to  come  when 
we  all  want  you.  Why  will  you  not  try 
it — just  for  a  little  while  ?  " 

"  Oh  hush,  please !  You  know  you 
must  not  talk  now.  You  must  listen 
to  the  music,"  said  Barbara,  smiling 
faintly  and  turning  her  face  to  the 
stage. 

But  the  picture  which  his  words  had 
conjured  up  was  too  much  for  her.  All 
the  time  that  the  tenor  was  singing  his 
great  aria  her  lips  and  cheeks  were  grow- 
ing whiter.  "When  the  song  was  ended 
she  rose  while  the  theatre  was  still  ringing 
with  applause. 

"  You  are  ill  ? "  asked  Hardinge,  looking 

o  2 
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and  starting  to  his  feet.  "Do  sit  down 
again.  Let  me  go  and  fetch  you  some- 
thing." 

"  The  best  thing  for  her  would  be  to 
go  home/'  said  Lalli,  speaking  at  the  same 
moment.  "  And  fortunately  I  told  the 
gondolier  to  wait  at  the  door.  I  will  go 
and  see  if  he  is  there." 

He  took  up  his  hat  and  went  out  into 
the  corridor. 

"I  do  so  wish  you  would  let  me  get 
you  something  ? — do  something  for  you  ? " 
Hardinge  persisted,  looking  at  her  anxiously. 
"  At  least,  may  I  not  put  your  cloak  about 
you?" 

He  wrapped  the  white  fur-lined  thing 
gently  about  her  shoulders,  and  she  looked 
up   at   him   and   smiled  without   speaking. 
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She    would    have    liked    to    die    at    that 
moment. 

And  then  the  door  opened  and  Cesco 
came  in  again. 

"  All  right,  Barbara.  You  can  come 
down  when  you  are  ready.  Gently  now. 
Hardinge,  will  you  give  my  wife  your  arm  ? 
You  will  be  quite  well  as  soon  as  you 
get  into  the  open  air.  It  is  nothing.  It 
is  only  a  little  faintness." 

He  led  the  way  down  the  stairs  to  the 
gondola — the  music  had  begun  again,  and 
there  was  another  burst  of  applause — and 
handed  her  in. 

"  Hardinge  will  see  you  home,"  he 
said. 

He  gave  an  order  to  the  men,  and  the 
boat  pushed  off. 
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It  was  an  absolutely  black  night.  The 
water  glittered  like  ink  ;  the  light  of  the 
lamps  seemed  to  slip  over  its  surface  as 
over  something  hard  and  polished.  The 
wind  was  blowing  up  for  the  beginning  of 
the  equinoctial  storm ;  the  boat  could 
hardly  make  headway  against  the  rough- 
ness of  the  smaller  canals.  The  troubled 
water  beat  heavily  against  her  bows,  every 
bit  of  woodwork  creaked  and  strained 
as  the  wind  seized  hold  of  the  felse. 
There  was  not  another  boat  to  be  seen 
moving  across  the  lagoon.  And  all  about 
them,  from  far  and  near  the  air  was 
filled  with  the  lonely  cry  of  the  wild 
sea-birds  blown  in  by  the  storm.  The 
cries  came  all  from  overhead,  from  the 
house-tops. 
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"  Curlews/'  said  Harclinge  to  himself 
under  his  breath. 

The  Lallis  had  rooms  on  the  Eiva  de' 
Schiavoni.  They  crossed  a  bit  of  the  open 
lagoon,  keeping  close  to  the  edge  of  the 
shipping.  The  fishing-boats  moored  to  the 
riva  were  knocking  against  one  another. 
They  passed  close  under  the  bows  of  a 
small  steamer  riding  uneasily  at  anchor. 
It  was  the  Trieste  boat,  getting  up  steam. 

Barbara  had  not  moved  or  spoken  since 
they  started.  She  sat  leaning  back  in 
the  corner,  so  that  her  face  was  in  deep 
shadow.  The  light  shone  in  at  the  window 
on  her  hands  and  on  the  flowers  she 
held. 

"  This  is  rough  work  for  you.  You 
are   not   frightened  ?     But   it   seems   more 
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dangerous  than  it  really  is.  It  almost 
needs  a  miracle  to  upset  one  of  these 
flat-bottomed  boats,"  Hardinge  said  once. 

She  shook  her  head.  She  was  not 
frightened. 

The  wind  seized  hold  of  her  light 
dress  and  blew  it  tightly  about  her 
as  she  stepped  out  of  the  boat  on  the 
landing. 

"May  I  come  upstairs  with  you/' 
Hardinge  asked  ;  "I  have  three-quarters 
of  an  hour  still  before  my  boat  leaves, 
and  I  should  like  to  come  in  and  say 
good-bye  to  you  if  I  may." 

They  went  into  the  room  together,  and 
Barbara  walked  over  to  the  table  and 
turned  up  the  lamp.  She  sat  down  with 
her   cloak   still    falling    in    straight   white 
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folds  about  her  :  she  had  taken  a  seat 
near  the  window. 

Hardinge  came  and  stood  beside  her. 

"There  is  nothing  I  hate  so  much  as 
saying  good-bye  to  people.  And  we  have 
been  such  friends.  You  have  been  so 
awfully  kind  to  me.  I  shall  always  think 
of  you  when  T  remember  Eome.  You  are 
mixed  up  with  the  very  happiest  part  of 
my  life,"  he  said,  looking  at  her  with  his 
boyish  smile  while  all  his  face  flushed  and 
softened.  It  seemed  very  hard  that  Octave 
would  not  allow  him  to  speak. 

"  Yes.  We  shall  always  remember  each 
other,"  said  Barbara,  in  her  clear  tender 
tones.  Her  voice  shook  just  perceptibly. 
She  was  the  first  to  notice  it,  and  she 
rose  instantly  and  crossed  over  to  a  writing- 
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table  which  stood  against  the  wall.  She 
opened  one  of  its  drawers  and  took  out  a 
jewel-case.  "  I  want  you  to  do  something 
for  me,"  she  said,  turning  and  walking 
back  towards  him  with  this  box  in  her 
hand.  "You  must  not  be  angry  with  me 
for  knowing.  I  want  you  to  give  this  for 
me  to  Octave.  Tell  her  that  it  was  my 
mother's,  and  say  I  sent  it  to  her  with 
my  dear  love." 

Hardinge  had  risen  too.  "Will  you  let 
me  tell  you  how  glad  I  am  you  know  this  ? 
I  have  always  felt  that  I  was  missing 
something  in  missing  your  sympathy  with 
our  happiness." 

"  And  you  are  very  happy  ? " 
"Very    happy,"   said   Hardinge   gravely. 
And  then  his  face  broke  up  into  a  smile 
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as  lie  added :  "  But  that  is  always  your 
way.  You  demoralise  one.  You  make  me 
talk  about  myself  until  it  needs  all  the 
accumulated  experience  of  years  to  con- 
vince me  that  I  am  not  the  most  conceited 
fellow  living.  And  see  !  you  are  doing  it 
now,  and  yet  there  are  a  hundred  things 
I  want  to  ask  you  about  yourself — what 
you  are  going  to  do,  and  all  that.  I  wish 
you  would  tell  me.  You  will  write — you 
will  write  to  Octave  of  course.  But  there 
is  so  much  one  does  not  say  in  letters." 

"Oh,  how  can  I  tell  what  I  shall  do?" 
said  Barbara,  walking  up  to  the  window 
and  looking  out  at  the  night.  There 
were  lanterns  moving  about  now,  and 
people  coming  and  going  by  the  gangway 
of  the  Trieste  steamer.     She  was  conscious 
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of  the  cold  touch  of  the  glass  and  of  the 
black  and  stormy  night  all  the  time,  and 
yet  it  seemed  as  if  every  nerve  in  her 
body  were  strained  with  the  effort  to  keep 
back  any  word  which  might  grieve  him. 
Never  in  any  way  to  have  hurt  the 
creature  we  supremely  love — after  all  that 
is  something. 

But  her  voice  must  have  been  less  under 
her  control  than  she  imagined,  for  Hardinge 
looked  at  her  doubtfully. 

"Do  you  know,  it  is  not  like  you  to 
reject  anyone's  interest,  even  when  it  is 
stupidly  expressed  interest,"  he  began.  And 
then  the  door  opened  quietly  and  Cesco 
Lalli  entered. 

He  looked  from  his  wife  to  her  guest. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  so  much  better, 
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my  dear.  It  was  really  hardly  worth 
while,  it  was  a  pity  to  make  our  friend 
Hardinge  lose  all  the  music  for  such  a — 
temporary — indisposition." 

"  I  was  very  much  obliged  to  the  con- 
tessa  for  letting  me  come  home  with  her," 
said  Hardinge,  promptly  taking  his  hat  from 
the  table.  He  looked  about  the  room  and 
his  eye  fell  upon  his  own  bunch  of  flowers. 
"May  I  have  one  of  those  roses,  for 
Octave  ? "  he  asked,  looking  at  her  and 
speaking  English.  And  then  he  put  out 
his  hand.  "  I  will  say  ait  revoir  to  you ; 
I  will  not  say  good-bye." 

"  Good-bye,"  said  Barbara,  putting  out 
her  hand  also. 

And  then  a  moment  later  the  door  closed 
and  he  was  gone. 
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Lalli  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  with  his 
hat  still  on  his  head.  The  table  was  in 
front  of  him,  and  a  round  lamp  with  a 
shade.  Barbara  looked  away  from  him. 
There  were  more  boats  crowding  about 
the  Trieste  steamer,  the  light  from  the 
lanterns  shining  on  the  glistening  steel 
prows,  and  making  little  broken  tracks 
of  gold  across  the  black  heaving  water. 
The  steam  began  to  pour  out  of  the 
funnel  more  quickly,  in  short,  angry,  white 
puffs. 

Cesco  sat  and  watched  his  wife  for 
several  moments  in  absolute  silence.  The 
dull  stupid  look  which  crept  over  his  face 
when  he  was  angry  began  to  make  itself 
manifest.  He  breathed  quickly.  They 
made  a  curious  picture  those  two,  a  curious 
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contrast ;  and  there  was  something  in  the 
very  immobility  of  her  attitude  which  urged 
him  to  violent  speech  and  action.  He  got 
up  on  his  feet  at  last,  moved  by  an  in- 
controllable  fit  of  passion.  He  went  and 
put  his  arm  on  the  mantelpiece  and  looked 
at  her. 

"  When  you  have  quite  finished  watch- 
ing the  departure  of  your  lover,  perhaps 
you  may  find  time  to  listen  to  what  I 
have  to  say,"  he  began. 

Barbara  gave  a  slight,  almost  imper- 
ceptible start.  It  was  as  if  a  stab  had 
entered  into  her  soul.  She  could  feel  the 
hurt,  but  the  pain  had  not  yet  had  time 
to  make  itself  fully  felt.  She  was  only 
conscious  of  a  sudden  sickness  at  heart ; 
it  was  more  benumbing  surprise  than  actual 
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grief.     But  lie  had  gone  on  without  giving 
her  time  to  answer. 

"I  will  not  be  made  a  fool  of  in  this 
fashion.  If  you  think  to  deceive  me — 
I  tell  you  I  will  not  be  made  a  fool 
-of;"  he  stumbled  over  his  words,  and 
his  voice  went  off  into  falsetto.  "I  tell 
you  that  man  shall  never  enter  my  house 
again.  Damn  him  !  —  with  his  English 
voice  and  his  manner,  as  if  there  were 
not  three  people  in  the  world  fit  to  be 
spoken  to.  I  forbid  you  to  speak  to  him. 
Do  you  hear  me,  Barbara  ? — I  forbid  you. 
Or    to    that    other    fine    friend     of    his, 

Mr.   Lexeter.      By I  will  be  master 

in    my    own    house.      Do    you    hear    me, 
Barbara  ? " 
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"  I  hear,"  said  Barbara   wearily,  looking 
down    at   her   own   hands. 

And  then  there  was  a  horrible  silence 
between  them — a  cruel  blighting  silence, 
in  which  all  the  murdered  memories  of 
the  love,  the  tenderness,  the  confidence 
there  had  been  between  these  two  people 
rose  from  their  graves  to  look  with  sad 
reproachful  eyes  at  Barbara's  bruised  and 
outraged  heart.  All  the  effort,  all  the  belief 
of  her  life,  went  into  that  one  minute  which 
followed.  She  rose  and  stood  facing  her 
husband,  with  her  hands  clasped,  hanging 
straight  down  before  her,  and  her  face 
upraised. 

"  Cesco " 

He   was    still    standing   with    his    back 
against  the  mantelpiece. 
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"  Non  e  vero.  It  is  not  true ;  I  do 
not  believe  you.  You  dare  not  deny 
that  that  man — that  Hardinge  is  your 
lover  ? " 

"I  deny  it  absolutely.  And  it  is  im- 
possible  that   you   should   not  believe  me, 

"I  do  not  believe  you.  You  know 
that  you  love  him.  Do  you  think  I  am 
blind  ?  Have  I  not  seen  the  look  in 
your  face  since  the  day  he  came  here  ? 
You  dare  not  say  that  you  do  not  love 
him!" 

"  No,"  said  Barbara ;  "  I  do  love  him 
— very  very  dearly."  She  did  not  change 
her  attitude,  and  her  voice  never  trembled. 
"  He  does  not  care  for  me,  Cesco.  And 
he   is   going   to   marry  Miss  Damon.      He 
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has  never  said  a  word  to  me,  never 
once,  that  all  the  world  might  not  hear. 
I  think  he  could  not  do  a  base  thing ; 
it  is  not  in  him."  She  spoke  with  a 
mournful  sincerity,  like  some  young  martyr 
reciting  a  creed. 

"And  you — you  have  told  him — this — 
I  suppose  Vs  asked  Lalli,  almost  in  a 
whisper.  He  removed  his  arm  slowly 
from  the  mantelpiece,  and  took  a  step 
towards  her.  His  face  was  absolutely  livid. 
He  had  reached  a  point  of  passion  in 
which  all  control  over  himself  was  lost. 
He  was  only  conscious  of  the  wild- beast 
instinct  of  tearing  to  pieces  whatever 
opposed  him.  Barbara  looked  into  his 
face  and  trembled.  His  eyes  had  a  dull, 
restless    look,    as    if    they     saw    nothing 
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clearly,  and  he  moved  them  from  side  to 
side. 

He  repeated  his  question. 

"  And  you  have  told  him  this,  I  sup- 
pose ? " 

"No,"  said  Barbara  faintly,  and  put- 
ting out  her  hand  by  sheer  force  of 
instinct. 

He  came  a  step  or  two  nearer,  as  if 
he  had  not  heard  her  speak.  And  then 
all  at  once  his  face  changed.  For  him 
the  crisis  was  past.  He  felt  that  this 
other  man  had  never  had  the  luxury  of 
considering  him  ridiculous ;  he  had  never 
at  any  time  been  pitied  by  Hardinge. 
He  threw  himself  down  on  a  chair  by 
the  table  and  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands.       In   this    bewildering    reaction    of 
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feeling  he  felt  faint  with  exhaustion.  He 
began  to  sob  like  a  girl. 

Presently  he  was  aware  that  his  wife  was 
speaking. 

"  Perhaps  you  do  not  believe  it ;  you 
do  not  realise  it  yet,  but  some  time,  I 
am  very  sure,  you  will  be  sorry  for 
these  things  that  you  have  said  to  me. 
And  I  am  very  sorry  for  you  that  you 
have  said  them.  It  is  cruel" — her  voice 
faltered  a  little,  but  she  steadied  it  and 
went  on — "  it  is  a  cruel  memory  for  both 
of  us.  It  is  miserable.  I  do  not  want 
to  be  unjust  to  you,  God  knows  I  do  not 

want  to  be  unjust,  but See,  Cesco  ; 

once,  a  long  long  time  ago,  at  Ostia,  you 
asked  me  to  marry  you,  and,  because  I 
did  not  care  for  you  then,  and  I  told  you 


214  THE   HEAD   OF   MEDUSA. 

so,  you  asked  me  to  be  to  you  like  your 
friend  and  your  sister.  And  I  believed  in 
you.  I  meant  what  I  promised.  Well, 
you  know  how  that  ended.  I  think,"  said 
Barbara,  with  inexpressible  mournfulness, 
"I  think  there  is  nothing  in  which  you 
have  not  changed.  And — and  since  our 
marriage — ■ — " 

She  was  silent.  The  hoarse  puff  of  the 
steamer  grew  more  continuous ;  they  could 
both  hear  it  distinctly  now. 

"  Oh,"  said  Barbara  passionately,  "  I 
meant  to  have  been  of  so  much  use  to 
you.  I  thought  that  you  were  unhappy, 
that  you  needed  me.  And  oh,  it  is  all 
so  difficult  to  understand  !  I  have  tried 
so  hard — so  hard  to  do  what  is  best  for 
others.     And  now " 
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She  turned  to  the  window,  and  pressed 
her  forehead  against  the  cool  glass.  The 
lights  had  moved  away.  The  Trieste  steamer 
was  gone. 


CHAPTER  III. 

Some  of  these  things  Lexeter  remembered. 
Some  had  been  told  to  him.  Others  he 
only  guessed  at  dimly,  drawing  his  con- 
clusions from  what  he  knew  of  Barbara's 
character  and  history. 

He  lingered  on  the  Pincian  Hill  that 
night,  long  after  every  other  promenader 
had  departed.  He  stayed  until  the  police- 
man in  charge  stepped  up  to  him,  civilly 
enough,    and    touched   his   hat    and    inti- 
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mated   that   it   was   time   the    gates   were 
closed. 

And  even  then  he  could  not  make  up 
his  mind  to  go  to  his  hotel.  The  very- 
idea  of  table  d'hote  was  repugnant.  He 
went  and  dined  by  himself  at  the  corner 
table  of  a  little  trattoria  somewhere  near 
St.  Peter's.  It  was  a  small  cheap  place, 
much  frequented  by  artists,  and  with  some 
reputation  for  its  wine.  He  had  dined  there 
once  or  twice  in  the  old  days  with  Hardinge. 
There  was  still  the  same  stout  comely 
Eoman  matron  behind  the  little  counter. 
Nine  years  had  hardly  done  more  than  add 
another  fold  or  two  to  her  ample  chin. 
But  the  man  who  waited  upon  him  was 
a  new  man.  And  perhaps  his  palate  had 
grown   more    dainty  in   the   interval :    the 
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wine  had  lost  something  of  the  old 
flavour. 

"  Eh !  cosa  vuole,  signore  f  We  are  not 
immortal.  And  it  is  true  the  taxes  grow 
heavier  every  summer/'  the  padrona  said, 
shrugging  her  round  comfortable  shoulders 
philosophically,  and  running  the  knitting- 
needle  she  held  through  her  hair.  It  was 
an  old  gesture,  which  Lexeter  remembered. 
He  laughed,  and  walked  out  of  the  shop 
into  the  street. 

To  St.  Peter's.  At  this  hour  the  great 
square  in  front  of  the  church  was  quite 
deserted.  He  walked  all  the  way  up  under 
one  of  the  colonnades,  and  then  turned  back 
and  went  and  sat  down  at  the  foot  of  the 
small  obelisk  between  the  fountains.  He 
sat  down  and  thought.     In  these  nine  years 


ANATKH.  219> 


Lexeter's  own  position  had  altered  very 
much  for  the  better.  He  had  worked  hard. 
He  had  made  a  certain  reputation  for 
himself;  what  he  wrote  was  held  to  be 
worth  accepting,  or  at  least  worth  refuting. 
It  was  the  sort  of  success  which  he  valued  ; 
he  had  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied.  And 
yet,  at  his  age,  the  sight  of  a  girl's  face 
had  had  the  power  to  make  all  the  rest  of 
his  life  seem  valueless  ;  the  sound  of  a  girl's 
voice,  the  touch  of  her  hand,  the  smell  of 
the  flowers  she  wore,  were  potent  enough 
to  make  all  this  hard-won  success  seem  a 
mere  makeshift,  the  simulacra  of  what  he 
had  wanted — and  missed. 

Lexeter  was  not  what  is  commonly  called 
a  religious  man.  Indeed  I  think  it  was  he 
who  first  described  Positivism  as  the  only 
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religion  without  perquisites.  His  creed  was 
that  creed  of  brave  souls  who  have  sought 
refuge  from  pain  neither  in  the  bitter  drugs 
of  scepticism  nor  in  the  gentle  anodynes  of 
Christianity.  He  was  a  Positivist ;  but 
lie  was  above  all  a  man  of  sentiment ;  a 
mind  open  to  all  fine  issues.  As  he  sat 
there  on  that  calm  spring  night,  hearing, 
as  in  a  dream,  the  soft  splash  of  the 
fountains,  looking  up  once  more  at  the 
limpid  sombre  blue  of  the  Italian  sky,  he 
felt  more  intensely  than  ever  before  how 
much  of  all  that  is  best  in  us  can  be  summed 
up  by  one  word — renunciation. 

He  thought  of  Barbara.  He  saw  her 
sweet  face  rising  out  of  the  darkness,  the 
one  face  in  the  world  which  he  loved,  a 
face    "  ennobled   by   a    vast   regret."      He 
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thought  of  her  as  of  one  of  those  who 
"  dared  beyond  their  strength,  and  hazarded 
against  their  judgment,  and  in  extremities 
were  of  an  excellent  faith  ; "  their  only 
reward  an  ardent  belief,  a  passionate  hope, 
that  the  sum  total  of  existing  good  may 
be  greater  for  all  bravely-borne  anguish, 
for  generous  effort,  for  patience,  for  self- 
sacrifice,  for  all  austere  devotion,  to  great 
and  unattainable   ends. 

And  then  again  he  thought  of  the  life 
she  must  be  leading.  Many  of  us  are 
called  to  self-denial,  there  is  nothing  new 
surely  in  the  fact.  But  upon  this  girl 
while  she  was  very  young  had  fallen  the 
necessity  of  foregoing  love.  He  thought 
with  passionate  tenderness  of  all  that  life 
might   have   been   made   to   her.      It  was 
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worse  than  useless,  but  the  thought  clung 
to  him  persistently.  He  thought  of  what 
her  daily  life  must  be  in  that  lonely 
Italian  villa,  with  a  child  for  her  com- 
panion, looking  after  the  lives  of  a 
handful  of  rude  peasants,  because — the 
remembrance  flashed  across  him  suddenly 
— that  had  been  one  of  Hardinge's  dearest 
theories  in  the  old  days,  that  education 
of  the  lower  class. 

I  think  myself  that  he  was  unconsciously 
exaggerating  the  bareness  of  her  existence. 
Because,  after  all,  in  all  work  honestly  done 
there  is  to  a  certain  degree  satisfaction ; 
because  there  are  good  moments  in  every 
life,  however  joyless ;  moments  when  the 
sun  shines  and  winds  are  warm,  and  there 
is  solemn  meaning  in  the  great  marshalling 
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of  the  clouds ;  moments  when  the  soul  of 
the  world,  the  presence  of  the  great  Mother 
Earth  is  with  us,  bringing  deep  comfort  and 
rest  from  pain.  And  Time  is  inexorable. 
There  is  no  cry  of  agony  in  the  world  that 
with  time  does  not  grow  first  hoarse  and 
then  dumb.  Lexeter  too  was  aware  of  this 
growing  numbness. 

It  was  late,  very  late,  when  he  returned 
to  his  hotel.  The  house  wTas  all  shut  up ; 
there  was  only  one  light  left  burning  in  the 
hall,  and  one  of  the  under-porters  sitting  up 
for  him — a  sleepy  lad,  who  came  blinking  up 
the  stair  after  him  to  see  that  he  had  the 
key  of  his  room.  Lexeter  was  apt  to  be 
rather  imperative  in  his  manner  to  ser- 
vants, but  he  spoke  kindly  enough  to  this 
boy.     He  caught  sight  of  their  two  faces, 
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this  curly-haired  lad's  and  his  own,  in 
the  glass  which  hung  over  the  chimney- 
piece,  and  he  laughed ;  it  was  rather  grim 
laughter. 

"And   that   is   the   face  of  a  man   who 
can    spend   a  whole    night    sitting    sighing 

at  the  moon  like  a — like  a Oh  well, 

you   know,    if    this   is   the    sort   of    thing 

one  is  coming  to "     He  blew  out  his 

candle  savagely,  and  tried  to  sleep.  It 
was  quite  useless.  The  odour  of  those 
violets  haunted  him ;  their  clinging  per- 
fume seemed  full  of  uncertain  promises ; 
there  was  all  the  intoxication  in  it  and 
all  the  sadness  of  youth. 

Towards  morning  he  fell  into  a  troubled 
sleep.  He  woke  late.  There  was  a  par- 
ticular call  he  wished  to  make  before  leaving 
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Home,  or  else  he  used  this  intention  as 
an  excuse  to  himself  for  remaining  a  day 
longer.  It  was  hard  to  decide  what  was 
his  principal  reason  for  staying.  He  seemed 
to  have  nothing  very  important  to  do. 
In  the  morning  he  read  several  of  the 
English  papers.  He  went  out  for  a  long 
walk,  in  the  course  of  which  it  occurred 
to  him  to  go  and  have  a  look  at  some 
frescoes  recently  finished  in  the  Church 
of  San  Lorenzo.  He  remembered  having- 
seen  a  mention  of  the  painter's  name, 
and  it  was  a  name  he  knew. 

There  was  an  old  man  raking  away  the 
dead  leaves  and  rubbish  from  one  of  the 
cemetery  walks  as  he  left  the  church,  and 
for  some  reason  Lexeter  stopped  and  began 
talking  to  him. 
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"Ay,  it  is  a  fine  place  of  its  kind," 
the  old  fellow  said,  straightening  his  back 
and  glancing  with  some  complacency  around 
him.  "Take  a  deal  of  keeping  in  order, 
do  graves.  Most  people  think  o'  them 
as  quiet  enough  places  ;  but,  lor'  bless 
you,  sir,  garden  plots  is  nothing  in  com- 
parison. And  so  particular  as  some  of 
the  people  is.  Not  but  what  that  doesn't 
generally  wear  off  in  a,  year  or  so.  We 
drops  tea-roses  and  takes  to  monthlies 
after  the  first  year  as  a  rule."  He  took 
up  his  rake  again  and  moved  off  a  few 
steps.  "  Not  as  they're  all  alike,  even 
in  that.  Some  o'  them  Italians  shows 
much  the  same  feelin'  like  as  if  they  were 
born  and  bred  in  old  England.  There's 
one    gentleman   as   comes    occasionally   to 
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look  after  that  stone,  for  instance "  (he 
pointed  out  the  place  with  his  rake)  ;  "  you 
wouldn't  believe  how  that  gentleman  do 
look  after  it.  And  it  must  have  been 
here  a  good  while.  It  was  put  up  before 
my  time,  I  know,  and  that's  going  on  for 
nine  years  now.  He's  a  quiet-looking 
gentleman  too.  You  wouldn't  give  him 
credit  for  so  much  feeling,  to  look  at 
him." 

Lexeter  glanced  in  the  direction  indi- 
cated. It  gave  him  a  curious  feeling  to  see 
a  name  he  was  familiar  with.  So  this  was 
where  they  had  buried  Eegina  Cardella, 
little  G-uido's  mother  ?  He  remembered  her 
glorious  beauty.  There  was  a  little  bird 
perching  on  the  edge  of  the  headstone,  who 
new  away  at  his   approach.     He  read  the 
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date ;  she  would  have  been  thirty  now 
if  she  had  lived,  the  same  age  as  Barbara. 
He  looked  down  at  her  grave  with  the 
strangest  feeling  of  compassion.  He  knew 
very  little  about  her  except  that  she  was 
resplendently  beautiful,  and  that  Barbara 
had  been  with  her  the  night  she  died. 
Probably,  he  reflected,  she  had  had  no  par- 
ticular history.  They  were  utter  strangers, 
and  yet  he  felt  sorry  for  her.  It  was  a 
pity  to  have  lost  that  much  beauty  out  of 
the  world. 

The  call  he  wished  to  make  was  on  two 
old  ladies,  on  Miss  Maclean  and  her  sister, 
Miss  Janet. 

It  was  the  same  servant  who  opened  the 
door  to  his  ring.  Lexeter  would  have  been 
disappointed    to   have    found    the   servant 
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changed.  But  here  at  least  nothing  was 
altered.  As  he  entered  the  warm  close  little 
drawing-room  the  last  nine  years  seemed  to 
melt  away  like  a  dream.  There  before  him  was 
the  same  small  fire  burning  noiselessly  and 
discreetly  under  its  ashes ;  the  sunlight  fell 
in  the  old  way  on  the  same  neat  rows 
of  flower -pots  in  the  window,  the  same 
old  circle  of  precious  miniatures  on  the 
wall.  The  two  white-haired  old  ladies 
were  sitting  one  on  either  side  of  the 
fire,  dozing  peacefully  through  the  quiet 
afternoon. 

Of  the  two,  Miss  Janet,  received  him  with 
the  most  cordiality.  Miss  Elizabeth  looked 
upon  Lexeter  as  no  longer  young  enough 
to  be  attractive.  She  wondered  somewhat 
at  Barbara's  taste  in  selectiDg  this  middle- 
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man  for  a  friend — and  she  too  with 
a  fine  young  husband  like  Count  Lalli ! 
But  even  Miss  Janet  could  not  conceal  some 
slight  surprise  at  the  unexpectedness  of 
his  visit ;  Lexeter  himself  began  to  feel 
embarrassed. 

And  yet  he  felt  no  impulse  to  go.  The 
old  charm  of  this  place,  the  charm  of  peace 
and  long  continuance  was  upon  him.  He 
looked  with  a  pleased  amused  tenderness 
at  all  the  small,  old,  carefully-kept  orna- 
ments about  the  room.  He  listened  to 
Miss  Elizabeth's  sweet,  thin,  gracious,  old 
voice ;  he  looked  at  the  sunlight  falling 
upon  her  shining  white  hair,  upon  her 
soft  old  hands,  peacefully  folded,  upon 
the   stiff  formal  folds    of  her   gown.     The 


ANArKH.  231 


proud    old   head   was    a   little    more   bent, 
the  hands  more  tremulous. 

"  There  are  not  many  people  that  my 
sister  would  play  for  now,"  Miss  Janet 
said,  looking  at  the  little  piano ;  "  but 
there  is  no  one  plays  music  like  my  sister 
Elizabeth." 

They  had  shown  him  all  their  little 
treasures :  their  father's  miniature,  the 
glove  of  Mary  Stuart,  the  portrait  of  Miss 
Maclean  attired  for  her  first  ball.  It  was 
Miss  Janet  who  showed  these  things  and 
gave  the  explanations,  while  Miss  Elizabeth 
looked  on  with  dignified  interest  and  made 
conversation  for  their  guest. 

He  asked  her  to  play  for  him  "  in  memory 
of  old  times,"  and  she  consented  graciously. 
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"  We  don't  often  make  use  of  the  balcony 
now,  but  if  you  would  like  to  step  out  on  it, 
Mr.  Lexeter  ? "  Miss  Janet  added  briskly  : 
"Barbara — the  Contessa  Lalli  I  would  be 
saying — was  always  of  the  opinion  that  one 
heard  my  sister's  music  better  from  the 
balcony." 

The  door  was  rusty  now  ;  it  grated  on  its 
disused  hinges. 

Lexeter  stepped  out  on  the  narrow 
balcony.  He  saw  the  well-remembered 
view — the  river,  the  bridges,  the  cypresses  ; 
St.  Peter's,  and  the  pines  of  the  Pamphili 
hill.  It  was  a  gray  tepid  afternoon.  He 
was  tired.  He  leaned  against  the  rail- 
ing, listening  vaguely  to  the  thin  and 
melancholy  tone  of  the  old  piano — some  of 


ANAKTH.  233 


the  notes  were  dumb,  some  of  the  strings 
broken ;  it  seemed  as  if  the  poor  old 
instrument  was  protesting  against  being 
disturbed.  And  all  about  him  the  divine 
unrest  of  the  spring  was  in  the  air.  He 
looked  at  the  same  sky  and  the  same  blue 
line    of    mountains  :     there    was    nothing 

'  to 

changed  here — nothing  changed  but  him- 
self. For  Lexeter  had  lost  his  youth.  He 
thought  of  Barbara  still,  but  he  thought  of 


-o —  —  - — - —  j  —  —  fe- 
ller as  a  man  thinks  of  some  dear  and  distant 
memory.  Life  had  stepped  in  between 
them.  And  after  all,  he  asked  himself — 
and  the  feeble  worn-out  notes  of  the  old 
piano  seemed  to  make  a  sort  of  tinkling 
refrain  to  the  question — after  all,  was  this  not 
the  better  part,  to  accept  without  murmuring 
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what  seemed  like  the  failure  of  her  pur- 
pose ?  Failure  in  life  is  to  have  no  ideal. 
Barbara  had  never  lost  hers. 

He  went  into  the  room  again,  closing  the 
creaking  door  gently  behind  him. 

Miss  Elizabeth  had  left  the  piano  now;. 
she  was  sitting  with  folded  hands  beside  the 
fire. 

She  looked  up  with  a  start  as  he  en- 
tered. She  had  almost  forgotten  his 
presence  there. 

"  And  are  you  going  the  day,  Mr. 
Lexeter  ?  and  are  you  not  coming  back  ? n 
she  asked  gently. 

"No,"  said  Lexeter,  taking  her  soft  old 
hand  in  his,  "  I  am  not  coming  back 
again." 
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He  looked  behind  him  as  lie  passed 
through  the  doorway;  it  was  his  last 
memory  of  Kome — a  memory  of  old  age,  of 
faithfulness,  of  resignation — a  memory  of 
peace. 


THE    END. 
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Higginson.— MALBONE  :  An  Oldport  Romance.  By  T.  W. 
Higginson.     Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
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Hilda    among  the    Broken    Gods. — By  the  Author  of 

"Olrig  Grange."     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     Js.  6d. 

Hobday.  —  COTTAGE     GARDENING;     or,     flowers, 
FRUITS   AND   VEGETABLES  FOR   SMALL  GARDENS. 
By  E.  Hobday.     Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 
"  A  sensible  and  useful  little  book." — Athenaeum. 

Hooper  and   Phillips.— a  manual   of  marks  ON 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    A  Dictionary  of  Easy  Refer- 
ence.    By  W.  H.  Hooper  and  W.  C.  Phillips.    With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition,  revised.      i6mo.     4^.  6d. 
11  It  is  one  of  the  most  complete,  and  beyond  all  comparison,  the 
handiest  volume  0/  the  kind." — Athenaeum. 

Hopkins. —  ROSE    TURQUAND.       A    Novel.       By    Ellice 
Hopkins.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
"  Rose  Turquand  is  a  noble  heroine,  and  the  story  of  her  sufferings 
and  oj  her  sacrifice  is  most  touching.    A  tale  of  rare  excellence. " — 
Standard. 

Horace.— WORD  FOR  WORD  FROM  HORACE.  The  Odes 
literally  versified.  By  W.  T.  Thornton,  C.B.  Crown  8vo. 
Js.  6d. 

Hunt. — TALKS  ABOUT  ART.  By  William  Hunt.  With 
a  Letter  by  J.  E.  Millais.     Crown  8vo.     3*.  6d. 

"  They    are   singularly    racy    and   suggestive." Pall    Mall 

Gazette. 

Irving. — Works  by  Washington  Irving. 

OLD    CHRISTMAS.     From    the  Sketch  Book.      With  upwards 
of    100  Illustrations   by  Randolph  Caldecott,  engraved  by  J.  D. 
Cooper.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  elegant.     6s. 
"  This  little  volume  is  indeed  a  gem." — Daily  News.     "  One  of  the 
best  and  prettiest  volu?Ties  we  have  seen  this  year.    ....  All  the 
illustrations  are  equally  charming  and  equally  worthy  of  the  im- 
mortal words  to  which  they  are  wedded." — Saturday  Review. 

BRACEBRIDGE  HALL.     With  120  illustrations  by  R.  Caldecott. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt.     6s. 

'*  No  one  who  has  seen  *  Old  Christmas,'  issued  last  year  with 
charming  illustrations  by  Mr.  Caldecott,  is  likely  to  forget  the 
pleasure  he  derived 'from  turning  over  its  pages.  Text  and  illus- 
trations, both  having  a  flavour  of  quaint,  old-fashioned  humour, 
fit  into  each  other  to  perfectio)i,  and  leave  an  i?npression  absolutely 
unique.  .  .  .  This  zvork  is  in  no  respect  behind  its  pre- 
decessor. " — Globe. 
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James. — Works  by  Henry  James,  jun. 

FRENCH  POETS  AND  NOVELISTS.     Crown  8vo.     %s.  6d. 
Contents  : — Alfred  de  Musset — Theophile  Gautier — Baudelaire — 
Honore  de  Balzac — George  Sand — Turgenieff,  etc. 
"  There  has  of  late  years  appeared  nothing  upon  French  literature 
so  intelligent  as  this  book — so  acute,  so  full  of  good  sense,  so  free 
from  affectation  and  pretence.'''' — Athen/eum. 

THE  EUROPEANS.     A  Novel.     Cheaper  Edition.      Crown  8vo. 
6s. 

THE  AMERICAN.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

DAISY  MILLER  ;  and  Other  Stories.     2  vols.     Crown  8 vo.    21s. 

RODERICK  HUDSON.     Three  Vols.     Crown  Svo.     31s.  6d 

THE  MADONNA  OF  THE  FUTURE  ;  and  other  Tales.     Two 
Vols.     Crown  8vo.     21s. 

Joubert.— PENSEES  OF  JOUBERT.  Selected  and  Translated 
with  the  Original  French  appended,  by  Henry  Attwell,  Knight 
of  the  Order  of  the  Oak  Crown.     Crown  8vo.     5  r. 

Keary  (A.)— Works  by  Annie  Keary :~ 

CASTLE   DALY:     THE    STORY    OF    AN   IRISH     HOME 
THIRTY  YEARS  AGO.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s, 
"  Extremely  touching,  and  at  the  same  time  thoroughly  amusing." — 
Morning  Post. 

JANET'S  HOME.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

CLEMENCY  FRANKLYN.     New  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s.  6d 

OLDBURY.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    6s. 

A  YORK  AND  A  LANCASTER  ROSE.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
"  A  very  pleasant  and  thoroughly  interesting  book.'" — John  Bull. 

A  DOUBTING  HEART.     Three  Vols.     Crown  8vo.     3U.  6d. 

Keary  (E.)  —  THE  MAGIC  VALLEY;  or,  PATIENT 
ANTOINE.  With  Illustrations  by  E.  V.  B.  Globe  8vo.  gilt. 
4s.  6d. 

11 A  very  pretty,  tender,  quaint  little  tale? — Times. 

Kingsley. — Works  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Kingsley,  M.A., 
Rector  of  Eversley,  and  Canon  of  Westminster : — 

WESTWARD   HO  !    or,    The    Voyages  and  Adventures  of  Sir 
Amyas  Leigh.     Forty-third  Thousand.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

TWO  YEARS  AGO.     24th  Thousand.    Crown  8vo.     6s. 
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Kingsley  (C.)— continued- 

HYPATIA  ;  or,  New  Foes  with  an  Old  Face.  Tenth  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

HEREWARD  THE  WAKE— LAST  OF  THE  ENGLISH. 
Fifth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

YEAST  :  A  Problem.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

ALTON  LOCKE.  New  Edition.  With  a  Prefatory  Memoir  by 
Thomas  Hughes,  Q.C.,  and  Portrait  of  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

THE  WATER  BABIES.  A  Fairy  Tale  for  a  Land  Baby.  With 
Illustrations  by  Sir  Noel  Paton,  R.S.A.,  and  P.  Skelton. 
New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"  In  fun,  in  humour,  and  in  innocent  imagination,  as  a  child's 
book  we  do  not  know  its  equal." — London  Review.  liMr- 
Kingsley  must  have  the  credit  of  revealing  to  us  a  neiv  order  of  life- 
.  .  .  There  is  in  the  '  Water  Babies '  an  abundance  of  wit,  fun, 
good  humour,  geniality,  elan,  go." — Times. 

THE  HEROES  ;  or,  Greek  Fairy  Tales  for  my  Children.     With 

Illustrations.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"  We  do  not  think  these  heroic  stories  have  ever  been  more  attractively 
told.  .  .  There  is  a  deep  under-current  of  religious  jceling  traceable 
throughout  its  pages  which  is  sure  to  influence  young  readers  power- 
fully."— London  Review.  "  One  of  the  children's  books  that 
will  surely  become  a  classic." — Nonconformist. 

PHAETHON  or,  Loose  Thoughts  for  Loose  Thinkers.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2j. 

POEMS ;   including    The    Saint's   Tragedy,    Andromeda,    Songs, 

Ballads,  etc.     Complete  Collected  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

The  Spectator  calls  "Andromeda"  " the  f 'nest  piece  of  English 

hexameter  verse  that   has    ever  been  written.      It  is  a   volume 

which  many  readers  will  be  glad  to  possess." 

PROSE  IDYLLS.     NEW  AND  OLD.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown 

8vo.    6s. 

Contents  :— A  Charm  oj  Birds ;  Chalk- Stream  Studies ;  The 
Fens  ;  My  Winter-  Garden  ;  From  Ocean  to  Sea  ;  North  Devon. 

"  Altogether  a  delightful  book It  exhibits  the  author's  best 

traits,  and  cannot  fail  to  infect  the  reader  with  a  love  of  nature 
and  of  out-door  life  and  its  enjoyments.  It  is  well  calculated  to 
bring  a  gleam  of  summer  with  its  pleasant  associations,  into  the 
bleak  winter-time  ;  while  a  better  co?npanion  for  a  summer  ramble 
could  hardly  be  found." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

GLAUCUS  ;    or,  THE   WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA-SHORE. 

With  Coloured  Illustrations.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
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Kingsley  (C.)  —continued. 
MADAM  HOW  AND  LADY  WHY  ;  or,  First  Lemons  in  Earth- 
Lore  for  Children.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
HEALTH  EDUCATION.     New  Edition.     Crown  8 vo.     6s. 

Kingsley   (H.) — Works  by  Henry  Kingsley  :— 
THE    LOST    CHILD.     With   Eight   Illustrations    by   Frolich. 
Crown  4to.  cloth  gilt.     3J.  6d. 

"A  pathetic  story,  and  told  so  as  to  give  children  an  interest  in 
Australian  ways  and  scenery. "—  Globe.  ' '  Very  charmingly  and 
very  touchingiy  told:'— Saturday  Review. 

TALES  OF  OLD  TRAVEL.  Re-narrated.  With  Eight  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  Huard.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth,  extra  gilt.     $s. 

"We  know  no  better  book  for  those  who  want  knowledge  or  seek  to 
refresh  it.  As  for  the  *  sensational,'  most  novels  are  tame  com- 
pared with  these  narratives." — Athenaeum.  "  Exactly  the  book 
to  interest  and  to  do  good  to  intelligent  and  high-spirited  boys." — 
Literary  Churchman. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works  by  E.    H.   Knatchbull- 
Hugessen,  M.P.  : — 
CRACKERS  FOR  CHRISTMAS.     More  Stories.    With  Illustra- 
tions by  Jellicoe  and  Elwes.     Fifth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    $s. 
"  A  fascinating  little  volume,  which  will  make  him  friends  in  every 
household  in  which  there  are  children." — Daily  News. 
QUEER    FOLK.      FAIRY    STORIES.       Illustrated  by  S.  E. 
Waller.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     Cloth  gilt.     $s. 
"Decidedly  the  author's  happiest  effort.  .  .  .    One  of  the  best  story 
books  of  the  year." — Hour, 

Knox.— SONGS  OF  CONSOLATION.     By  Isa  Craig  Knox. 

Extra  fcap.  8vo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.     4s.  6d. 

"  The  verses  are  truly  sweet ;  there  is  in  them  not  only  much  genuine 
poetic  quality,  but  an  ardent,  flowing  devotedness,  and  a  peculiar 
skill  in  propounding  theological  tenets  in  the  most  graceful  way, 
which  any  divine  might  envy." — Scotsman. 

Leading  Cases  done  into  English.    By^an  Apprentice  of 

Lincoln's  Inn.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

"  The  versifier  oj  these  'Leading  Cases'  has  been  most  successful. 
He  has  surrounded  his  legal  distinctions  with  a  halo  of  mock 
tassion  which  is  in  itself  in  the  highest  degree  entertaining,  especi- 
ally when  the  style  of  the  difjerent  modern  poets  is  so  admirably 
hit  off  that  the  cloud  of  associations  which  hangs  round  one  oj 
Mr.  Swinburne's,  or  Mr.  Rossetti's,  or  Mr.  Browning's,  or  Mr. 
Clough's,  or  Mr.  Tennyson's  poems,  is  summoned  up  to  set  off 
the  mock  tenderness  or  mock  patriotism  of  the  strain  itself" — 
Spectator. 
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Leland.— JOHNNYKIN    AND    THE    GOBLINS.      By  C.  G. 

Leland,  Author  of  "  Hans  Breitmann's  Ballads."  With  numerous 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"Mr.  Leland  is  rich  in  fantastic  conception  and  full  of  rollicking 

fun,  and  youngsters  will  amazingly  enjoy  his  book." — BRITISH 

Quarterly  Review. 

Life  and  Times  of  Conrad  the  Squirrel,     a  Story 

for  Children.     By  the  Author  of  "Wandering  Willie,"  "  Erne's 
Friends,"  &c.       With  a  Frontispiece  by  R.    Farren.       Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 
"  Having  commenced  on  the  first  page,  we  were  compelled  to  go  on  to 

the  conclusion,  and  this  we  predict  will  be  the  case  with  every  one 

who  opens  the  book" — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Little  E Stella,  and  other  FAIRY  TALES  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 
i8mo.  cloth  extra.     2s.  6d. 

Loftie.— FORTY-SIX  SOCIAL  TWITTERS.  By  Mrs.  Loftie. 

Second  Edition.      i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

11  Many  of  these  essays  are  bright  and  pleasant,  and  extremely  sen- 
sible remarks  are  scattered  about  the  book." — Athenaeum. 

Lome. — Works  by  the  Marquis  of  Lorne  : — 

GUIDO  AND  LITA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  RIVIERA.  A  Poem. 
Third  Edition.  Small  4to.  cloth  elegant,  with  Illustrations.  *js.  6d. 
"  Lord  Lome  has  the  gifts  of  expression  as  well  as  the  feelings  of  a 
poet." — Times.  "  A  volume  of  graceful  and  harmonious  verse." — 
Standard.  "  We  may  congratulate  the  Marquis  on  something 
more  than  a  mere  succes  a'estime." — Graphic.  "Lucidity  of 
thought  and  gracefulness  of  expression  abound  in  this  attractive 
poem." — Morning  Post. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  PSALMS,  LITERALLY  RENDERED 
IN  VERSE.  With  Three  Illustrations.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     Js.  6d. 

"  His  version  is  such  a  great  improvement  upon  Rous  that  it  will  be 
surprising  should  it  not  supplant  the  old  version  in  the  Scottish 
churches.  .  .  .  on  the  whole,  it  would  not  be  rash,  to  call  Lord 
Lome's  the  best  rhymed  Psalter  we  have." — Athenaeum. 

Lowell. — Complete  poetical  works  of  jamesRussell 

Lowell.     With  Portrait,  engraved  by  Jeens.     i8mo.  cloth  extra. 

4s.  6d. 

"All  readers  who  are  able  to  recognise  and  appreciate  genuine  verse 

will  give  a  glad  welcome  to  this  beautiful  little  volume." — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 
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Lyttelion. — Works  by  Lord  Lyttelton  : — 

THE    "COMUS"    OF    MILTON,  rendered  into  Greek  Verse. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo.     $s. 

THE  "  SAMSON   AGONISTES"  OF   MILTON,  rendered  into 
Greek  Verse.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s.  6d. 

Maclaren.— THE  FAIRY  FAMILY.  A  series  of  Ballads  and 
Metrical  Tales  illustrating  the  Fairy  Mythology  of  Europe.  By 
Archibald  Maclaren.  With  Frontispiece,  Illustrated  Title, 
and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     $s. 

Macmillan's  Magazine. — Published  Monthly.  Price  is. 
Volumes  I.  to  XXXIX.  are  now  ready.     *]s.  6d.  each. 

Macquoid. — Works  by  Katharine  S.  Macquoid. 
PATTY.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"A  book  to  be  read." — Standard.     "A  powerful  and  fascinating 
story. " — Daily  Telegraph. 

THE  BERKSHIRE  LADY.     Crown  8vo.      ior.  6d. 

Maguire,— young  prince  marigold,  and  other 

FAIRY  STORIES.   By  the  late  John  Francis  Maguire,  M.P. 
Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller.     Globe  8vo.  gilt.     4s.  6d. 

Mahaffy. — Works  by  J.  P.  Mahaffy,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin. 
SOCIAL    LIFE  IN  GREECE  FROM  HOMER  TO  MENAN- 
DER.     Third  Edition,  enlarged,  with  New   Chapter  on   Greek 
Art.     Crown  8vo.     gs. 

' '  Should  be  in  the  hands  of  all  who  desire  thoroughly  to  understand 
and  to  enjoy  Greek  literature,  and  to  get  an  intelligent  idea  of  the 
old  Greek  life." — Guardian. 
RAMBLES  AND  STUDIES  IN  GREECE.    Illustrated.    Second 
Edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  with  Map.     Crown  8vo.      10s.  6d. 
"  A  singularly  instructive  and  agreeable  volume. " — Athenaeum. 
"  This  charmingly  picturesque  and  lively  volume.'''' — Examiner. 

Massey.— SONGS  OF  THE  NOONTIDE  REST.  By  Lucy 
Massey,  Author  of  "Thoughts  from  a  Girl's  Life."  Fcap.  8vo. 
cloth  extra.    4^.  6d. 

Masson    (Mrs.) — three  centuries    of   English 

POETRY  :  being  selections  from  Chaucer  to  Herrick,  with  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes  by  Mrs.  Masson  and  a  general  introduction  by 
Professor  Masson.  Extra  fcap.  8vo.  y.  6a. 
"  Most  excellently  done.  The  selections  are  made  with  good  taste 
and  discrimination.  The  notes,  too,  are  to  the  point.  We  can 
most  strongly  recommend  the  book" — Westminster  Review. 
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Masson     (Professor). — Works  by  David  Masson,  M.A., 

Professor  of  Rhetoric  and    English  Literature  in  the  University 

of  Edinburgh. 
WORDSWORTH,      SHELLEY,      KEATS,      AND      OTHER 

ESSAYS.     Crown  8vo.     5*. 
CHATTERTON  :  A  Story  of  the  Year  1770.     Crown  8vo.     5*. 
THE    THREE     DEVILS  :      LUTHER'S,      MILTON'S,     and 

GOETHE'S  ;  and  other  Essays.     Crown  8vo.     5* 

Mazini. — IN  THE  GOLDEN  SHELL  ;  A  Story  of  Palermo.  By 
Linda  Mazini.  With  Illustrations.  Globe  Svo.  cloth  gilt.   4*.  6d. 

Merivale. — KEATS'  HYPERION,  rendered  into  Latin  Verse. 
By  C.  Merivale,  B.D.  Second  Edition.  Extra  fcap.  8vo. 
3j.  6d. 

Milner. — THE  LILY  OF  LUMLEY.  By  Edith  Milner. 
Crown  8vo.     7*.  6d. 

Milton's  Poetical  Works. — Edited  with  Text  collated  from 
the  best  Authorities,  with    Introduction    and    Notes    by   David 
Masson.    Three  vols.  8vo.    42^.    With  Three  Portraits  engraved  by 
C.   II.   Jeens.     (Uniform  with  the  Cambridge  Shakespeare.) 
"  An  edition  of  Milton  which  is  certain  to  be  the  standard  edition 

for  many  years  to  come,  and  which  is  as  complete  and  satisfactory 

as  can  be  conceived." — Examiner. 
Golden   Treasury   Edition.      By   the   same   Editor.      With  Two 

Portraits.     2  vols.  i8mo.     9*. 

Mistral  (F.) — MIRELLE,  a  Pastoral  Epic  of  Provence.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  Crichton.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     6s. 

Mitford  (A.  B.)—  TALES  OF  OLD  JAPAN.  By  A.  B. 
Mitford,  Second  Secretary  to  the  British  Legation  in  Japan. 
With  Illustrations  drawn  and  cut  on  Wood  by  Japanese  Artists 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
"  They  will  always  be  interesting  as  memorials  oj  a  most  exceptional 
society ;  while,  regarded  simply  as  tales,  they  are  sparkling,  sensa> 
tional,  and  dramatic." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Molesworth.  —  Works    by    Mrs.    Molesworth    (Ennis 
Graham)  : — 
GRANDMOTHER    DEAR.      Illustrated    by  Walter    Crane. 
Eighth  Thousand.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.  cloth  gilt.     4^.  6d. 
"  Charmingly  written  pa^es^  full  of  delightful  but  simple  adventures, 
healthy  in  tone." — Examiner. 
TELL  ME  A  STORY.     Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Globe 
8vo.  gilt.     4s.  6d.     Fifth  Thousand. 

"  So  delightful  that  we  are  inclined  to  join  in  the  petition,  and  we 
hope  she  may  soon  tell  us  more  stories" — Athen^um. 
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Molesworth  (Mrs.) — continued. 

"  CARROTS  "  :  JUST  A  LITTLE  BOY.    Illustrated  by  Walter 

Crane.     Ninth  Thousand.     Globe  8vo.  gilt.     4s.  6d. 

"  One  of  the  cleverest  and  most  pleasing  stories  it  has  been  our  good 

fortune  to  meet  with  for  some  time.      '  Carrots '  and  his  sister  are 

delightful  little  beings,  whom  to  read  about  is  at  once  to  be  become 

very  fond  of. — Examiner. 

THE  CUCKOO  CLOCK.   Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.    Eighth 
Thousand.     Globe  8vo.  gilt.     4s.  6d. 

"A  beautiful  little  story.  .  .  .  It  will  be  read  with  delight  by 
every  child  into  whose  hands  it  is  placed.  .  .  .  Ennis  Graham 
deserves  all  the  praise  that  has  been,  is,  and  will  be,  bestowed  on 
1  1  he  Cuckoo  Clock.'  Children's  stories  are  plentiful,  but  one  like 
this  is  not  to  be  met  with  every  day."  — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE    TAPESTRY    ROOM.      Illustrated  by   Walter    Crane 
Globe  8vo,  gilt.     4s.  6d.  [Immediately. 

Moulton. — SWALLOW  FLIGHTS.    Poems  by  Louisa  Chand- 
ler Moulton.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     4*.  6d. 

The  Athenaeum  says  : — "  Mrs.  Moulton  has  a  real  claim  to  atten- 
tion. It  is  not  too  much  to  say  of  these  poems  that  they  exhibit 
delicate  and  rare  beauty,  marked  originality,  and  perfection  of 
style.  What  is  still  better,  they  impress  us  with  a  sense  of  vivid 
and  subtle  imagination,  and  that  spontaneous  feeling  which  is  the 
essence  of  lyrical  i>oetry." 

Moultrie. — POEMS  by  John   Moultrie.      Complete  Edition. 

2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     Js.  each. 
Vol.  I.  MY  BROTHER'S    GRAVE,  DREAM  OF   LIFE,   &c. 

With  Memoir  by  the  Rev.  Prebendary  Coleridge. 
Vol.  II.  LAYS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH,  and  other  Poems. 

With  notices  of  the  Rectors  of  Rugby,  by  M.  H.    Bloxham, 

F.R.A.S. 

Mrs.  Jerningham's  Journal.     A  Poem  purporting  to  be  the 

Journal  of  a  newly-married  Lady.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo. 

3J.  6d. 

"It  is  nearly  a  perfect  gem.  We  have  had  nothing  so  good  for  a 
long  time,  and  those  who  neglect  to  read  it  are  neglecting  one  of 
the  jewels  of  contemporary  history."— Edinburgh  Daily  Re- 
view. "  One  quality  in  the  piece,  sufficient  of  itself  to  claim  a 
momenfs  attention,  is  that  it  is  unique— original,  indeed,  is  not  too 
strong  a  word — in  the  manner  of  its  conception  and  execution." 
— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
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MudlC— STRAY  LEAVES.      By  C.  E.  Mudie.      New  Edition. 

Extra   fcap.    8vo.       3*.   &*•        Contents  :— " His   and   Mine"— 

"Night  and  Day"— "One  of  Many,"  &c. 

This  little  volume  consists  of  a  number  of  poems,  mostly  of  a  genuinely 
devotional  character.  "  They  are  for  the  most  part  so  exquisitely 
sweet  and  delicate  as  to  be  quite  a  marvel  of  composition.  They  are 
worthy  of  being  laid  up  in  the  recesses  of  the  heart,  and  recalled  to 
memory  from  time  to  time." — Illustrated  London  News. 

Murray. — ROUND  AEOUT  FRANCE.     By  E.  C.  Grenville 
Murray.     Crown  8vo.     7s.  6d. 
"A  most  amusing  series  of  articles ." — Athenaeum. 

Myers   (Ernest). — Works  by  Ernest  Myers  :— 
THE   PURITANS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.  cloth.     2s.  6d. 
POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    4s.  6d. 

11  The  diction  is  excellent,  the  rhythm  fahs  pleasantly  on  the  ear, 
there  is  a  classical  flavour  in  the  verse  which  is  eminently  grateful, 
the  thought  and  imagery  are  poetical  in  character" — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Myers  (F.  W.  H.)— POEMS.  By  F.  W.  H.  Myers.  Con- 
taining "St.  Paul"  "St.  John,"  and  others.  Extra  fcap.  8vo. 
4J.  6d. 

"  2t  is  rare  to  find  a  writer  who  combines  to  such  an  extent  the  faculty 
of  communicating  feelings  with  the  faculty  of  euphonious  expres- 
sion."— Spectator. 

ST.  PAUL.     A  Poem.     New  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

Nichol.— HANNIBAL,  A  HISTORICAL  DRAMA.  By  John 
Nichol,  B.A.  Oxon.,  Regius  Professor  of  English  Language  and 
Literature  in  the  University  of  Glasgow.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    Js.  6d. 

Nine  Years  Old.— By  the  Author  of  "St.  Olave's,"  "When  I 
was  a  Little  Girl,"  &c.  Illustrated  by  Frolich.  Fourth  Edition. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo.  cloth  gilt.     4s.  6d. 

Noel.— BEATRICE  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  the  Hon. 
Roden  Noel.     Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

Noel    (Lady  Augusta). — Works  by  Lady  Augusta  Noel  :— 
OWEN     GWYNNE'S     GREAT     WORK.       Cheaper    Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6r. 

FROM    GENERATION     TO     GENERATION.       Two    Vols. 

Crown  8vo.  [S/iortly. 
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Norton. — Works  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton  : — 

THE  LADY  OF  LA  GARAYE.  With  Vignette  and  Frontispiece. 
Eighth  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     4J.  6d. 

* '  Full  of  thought  well  expressed,  ana  may  be  classed  among  her  best 
efforts"— Times. 

OLD  SIR  DOUGLAS.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Oliphant. — Works  by  Mrs.  Oliphant  :— 

AGNES  HOPETOUN'S  SCHOOLS  AND  HOLIDAYS.  New 
Edition  with  Illustrations.     Royal  i6mo.  gilt  leaves.     4s.  6d. 

A  SON  OF  THE  SOIL.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE.     Crown  8vo.   6s.     Sixth  Edition 
"  We  can  pronounce  it  one  of  the  happiest  of  her  recent  efforts." — 
Times. 

THE  MAKERS  OF  FLORENCE :  Dante,  Giotto,  Savonarola, 
and  their  City.  With  Illustrations  from  Drawings  by  Professor 
Delamotte,  and  a  Steel  Portrait  of  Savonarola,  engraved  by  C.  H. 
Teens.     Second  Edition  with  Preface.    Medium  8vo.    Cloth  extra. 

2IS. 

The  Edinburgh  Review  says  "  We  cannot  leave  this  subject 
without  expressing  our  admiration  for  the  beautiful  volume  which 
Mrs.  Oliphant  has  devoted  to  the  '  Makers  of  Florence '  —one  0/ 
the  most  elegant  and  interesting  books  which  has  been  inspired  in 
our  time  by  the  arts  and  annals  of  that  celebrated  Republic." 

YOUNG  MUSGRAVE.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  BELEAGUERED  CITY.     Crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

Our  Year.  A  Child's  Book,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  By  the  Author 
of  "John  Halifax,  Gentleman."  Illustrated  by  Clarence 
Dobell.     Royal  i6mo.     3-r.  6d. 

Palgrave. — Works  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave,  M.A.,  late 
Fellow  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford  : — 

THE  FIVE  DAYS'  ENTERTAINMENTS  AT  WENTWORTH 
GRANGE.  A  Book  for  Children.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur 
Hughes,  and  Engraved  Title-page  by  Teens.  Small  4to.  cloth 
extra.     6s. 

LYRICAL  POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

"A  volume  of  pure  quiet  verse,  sparkling  with  tender  melodies,  and 
alive  with  thoughts  of  genuine  poetry.  .  .  .  Turn  where  we  will 
throughout  the  volume,  we  find  traces  of  beauty,  tenderness,  and 
truth  ;  true  poefs  work,  touched  and  refined  by  the  master-hand  of 
a  real  artist,  zvho  shmvs  his  genius  even  in  tri/les." — STANDARD. 
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Palgrave— continued. 
ORIGINAL  HYMNS.     Third  Edition,  enlarged,  i8mo.     is.  6d. 
"So  choice,   so  perfect,  and  so  refi/fed%so  tender  in  feeling,  and  so 
scholarly  in  expression,  that  we  look  'with  special  interest  to  every- 
thing  that  he  gives  us.  "—Literary  Churchman.  !  | ,  B, 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  OF  THE  BEST  SONGS  AND  LYRICS 
Edited  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     i8mo.     4s.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  SONNETS  AND  SONGS.  Edited  by  F  T. 
Palgrave.  With  Vignette  Title  by  Jeens.  (Golden  Treasury 
Series.)     i8mo.     4;.  6d. 

THE  CHILDREN'S   TREASURY  OF   LYRICAL    POETRY. 

Selected  and  arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     i8mo. 
2s.  6d.,  and  in  Two  Parts,  Is.  each. 

HERRICK  :  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL  POEMS. 

With  Notes.     (Golden  Treasury  Series.)     181110.     4*.  6d. 

PRINCESS    SNOWDROP.     A  Child's   Story.     Extra  fcap.  8vo. 

[Shortly. 

Pater. — THE  RENAISSANCE.  Studiesin  Art  and  Poetry.  By 
Walter  Pater,  Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford.  Second 
Edition,  Revised,  with  Vignette,  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens.  Crown 
8vo.     10s.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Pater's  Studies  in  the  history  of  the  Renaissance,  constitute 
the  most  remarkable  example  of  this  younger  movement  towards  a 
fresh  and  inner  criticism,  and  they  are  in  themselves  a  singular 
and  interesting  addition  to  literature.  The  subjects  are  of  the  very 
kind  in  which  we  need  instruction  and  guidance,  and  there  is  a 
moral  in  the  viry  choice  of  them.  From  the  point  of  view  of  form 
and  literary  composition  they  are  striking  in  the  highest  degree. 
They  introduce  to  English  readers  a  new  and  distinguished  master 
in  the  great  ana  difficult  art  of  writing  prose.  Their  style  is 
marked  by  a  flavour  at  once  full  and  exquisite,  by  a  quality  that 
mixes  richness  with  delicacy  and  a  firm  coherency  with  infinite 
subtlety." — Fortnightly  Review. 

Patmore. — THE  CHILDREN'S  GARLAND,  from  the  Best 
Poets.  Selected  end  arranged  by  Coventry  Patmore.  New 
Edition.  With  Illustrations  by  J.  Lawson.  Crown  8vo.  gilt.  6s. 
Golden  Treasury  Edition.     i8mo.     4*.  6d. 

Peel.  — ECHOES  FROM  HOREB,  AND  OTHER  POEMS. 
By  Edmund  Teel," Author  of  "An  Ancient  City," etc.  Crown 
8vo.     3-r.  6d. 
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Pember.— THE  TRAGEDY  OF  LESBOS.  A  Dramatic  Poem. 
By  E.  H.  Pember.     Fcap.  $\o.     \s.  6d. 

Phillips.— BENEDICTA.  A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  Alfred  Phillips. 
3  Vols.     Crown  8vo.     31J.  6d. 

Phillips  (S.  K.)— ON  THE  SEABOARD  ;  and  Other  Poems. 
By  Susan  K.  Phillips.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     $s. 
"  There  is  much  that  is  charming  in  these  poems,  and  well  worth 
preserving." — Examiner. 

Philpot.  —  A  POCKET  OF  PEBBLES,  WITH  A  FEW 
SHELLS  ;  Being  Fragments  of  Reflection,  now  and  then  with 
Cadence,  made  up  mostly  by  the  Sea-shore.  By  the  Rev.  W.  B. 
Philpot.  Second  Edition,  picked,  sorted,  and  polished  anew  j 
with  Two  Illustrations  by  George  Smith,     Fcap.  8vo.     $s. 

PoetS  (English).— A  SELECTION  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY, 
with  Introductions.  Edited  by  T.  H.  Ward,  M.A.  Four  Vols. 
Crown  8vo.     (Vols.  I.  and  II.  will  be  published  in  November.) 

Poole.— PICTURES  OF  COTTAGE  LIFE  IN  THE  WEST 
OF  ENGLAND.  By  Margaret  E.  Poole.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     With  Frontispiece  by  R.  Farren.     Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

Population  of  an  Old  Pear  Tree.    From  the  French 

of  E.  Van  Bruyssel.     Edited  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Heir  of 
Redclyffe."     With  Illustrations  by  Becker.     Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.  gilt.     4s.  6d. 
"  A  whimsical  and  charming  little  book." — ATHENAEUM. 

Potter.— LANCASHIRE  MEMORIES.  By  Louisa  Potter. 
Crown  8vo.      6s. 

"  A  short  and  simple  story  of  family  life  in    \  One  Sweet   Village, 
told  with  an  unpretending  grace  and  gentle  humour  which  we 
should  often  be  glad  to  meet  with  in  more  ambitious  pages.'''' — 
Daily  News. 

Prince   Florestan   of   Monaco,   The   Fall  of.     By 

Himself.  New  Edition,  with  Illustration  and  Map.  8vo.  cloth. 
Extra  gilt  edges,  $s.  A  French  Translation,  $s.  Also  an  Edition 
for  the  People.     Crown  8vo.     is. 

Quin, — GARDEN  RECEIPTS.  Edited  by  Charles  Quin. 
Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

The  most  useful  book  for  the  garden  that  has  been  published  for 
sometime"— JFlorist  and  Poivjologist. 
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Rachel  Olliver—  a  Novel.     3  vol?.     Crown  8vo.     31*.  6d. 

Realmah. — By  the  Author  of  "Friends  in \  Council."  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

Rhoades. — POEMS.     By  James  Rhoades.     Fcap.  8vo.    4*.  &£ 

Richardson. — THE  ILIAD  OF  THE  EAST.  A  Selection  of 
Legends  drawn  from  Valmiki's  Sanskrit  Poem,  "The  Ramayana." 
By  Frederika  Richardson.     Crown  8vo.     "js.  6d. 

Rimmer.— ANCIENT  STREETS  AND  HOMESTEADS  OF 
ENGLAND.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  Introduction  by  the 
Very  Rev.  J.  S.  Howson,  D.D.,  Dean  of  Chester.  With  150 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Royal  8vo,  cloth  elegant.  Cheaper 
issue.     1  or.  6d. 

"  All  the  illustrations  are  clear  and  good,  and  they  are  eminently 
truthful.  .  .  .  A  book  which  gladdens  the  eye  while  it  instructs 
and  i?nproves  the  mind." — Standard.  "  One  of  the  most 
inttresting  and  beautiful  books  we  have  seen  this  season.  .  .  . 
//  is  full  of  knowledge,  the  result  of  exact  and  faithful  study,  most 
readable  and  interesting ;  the  illustrations  are  simply  exquisite." 
— Nonconformist. 

Robinson.— GEORGE  LINTON;  or,  THE  FIRST  YEARS 
OF  AN  ENGLISH  COLONY.  By  John  Robinson,  F.  R.G.  S. 
Crown  8vo.     Js,  6d. 

Rossetti. — Works  by  Christina  Rossetti  : — 

POEMS.  Complete  Edition,  containing  "  Goblin  Market,"  "  The 
Prince's  Progress,"  &c.  With  Four  Illustrations.  Extra  fcap. 
8vo.     6s. 

SPEAKING  LIKENESSES.      Illustrated   by  Arthur  Hughes. 
Crown  8vo.  gilt  edges.     4^.  6d. 

u  Certain  to  be  a  delight  to  many  a  juvenile  fireside  circle." — 
Morning  Post. 

Ruth  and  her  Friends.  A  Story  for  Girls.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece.     Seventh  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     4J.  6d. 

Scouring  of  The    White    Horse;     or,   the  Long 

VACATION  RAMBLE  OF  A  LONDON  CLERK.    Illustrated 
by  Doyle.     Imp.  i6mo.     Cheaper  Issue.     $s.  6d. 
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Shakespeare. — The  Works  of  William  Shakespeare.  Cam. 
bridge  Edition.  Edited  by  W.  George  Clark,  M.A.  and  W. 
Aldis  Wright,  M.A.     Nine  vols.     8vo.  cloth. 

Shakespeare's  Plays. — An  attempt  to  determine  the  Chrono- 
logical Order.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Paine  Stokes,  B.A.  Extra 
fcap.  8vo.     q.s.  6d. 

Shakespeare   Scenes   and   Characters. —  a  Series  of 

Illustrations  designed  by  Adamo,  Hofmann,  Makart,  Pecht, 
Schwoerer,  and  Speiss,  engraved  on  Steel  by  Bankel,  Bauer, 
Goldberg,  Raab,  and  Schmidt;  with  Explanatory  Text, 
selected  and  arranged  by  Professor  Dowden.  Royal  8vo.  Cloth 
elegant.     2/.  12s.  6d. 

Also  a  LARGE  PAPER  EDITION,  India  Proofs.     Folio,   half, 
morocco  elegant.     4/.  14s.  6d. 

Shakespeare's  Tempest.  Edited  with  Glossarial  and  Ex. 
planatory  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Jephson.  New  Edition. 
i8mo.     1  j. 

Slip  (A)  in  the  Fens.-— Illustrated  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

Smedley.— TWO  DRAMATIC  POEMS.  By  Menella  Bute 
Smedley,  Author  of  "  Lady  Grace,"  &c.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    6s. 

"May  be  read  with  enjoyment  and  profit '." — Saturday  Review. 

Smith. — POEMS.  By  Catherine  Barnard  Smith.  Fcap. 
8vo.     $s. 

Smith  (Rev.  Walter). — hymns  of  CHRIST  AND  THE 
CHRISTIAN  LIFE.  By  the  Rev.  Walter  C.  Smith,  M.A. 
Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

Stephen  (C.  E.)— THE  SERVICE  OF  THE  POOR;  being 
an  Inquiry  into  the  Reasons  for  and  against  the  Establishment  of 
Religious  Sisterhoods  for  Charitable  Purposes.  By  Caroline 
Emilia  Stephen.     Crown  8vo.     6s.  6d. 

"It  touches  incidentally  and  with  much  wisdom  and  tenderness  on 
so  many  of  the  relations  of  women,  particularly  of  single  women, 
with  society,  that  it  may  be  read  with  advantage  by  many  who 
have  never  thought  of  entering  a  Sisterhood." — Spectator. 
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Stephens    (J.    B.)— CONVICT    ONCE.      A  Poem.       By  J. 

Brunton  Stephens.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    $s.  6d. 

"  //  is  as  far  more  interesting  than  ninety-nine   novels  out  of  a 

hundred,  as  it  is  superior  to  them  in  power,  worth,  and  beauty. 

We  should  most  strongly  advise  everybody  to  read  '  Convict  Once.'  " 

—Westminster  Review. 

Streets   and  Lanes   Of  a   City  :    Being  the   Reminiscences 
of  Amy  Dutton.     With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of  Salis- 
bury.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"One  of  the  most  really  striking  books  that  has  ever  come  before  us." 
— Literary  Churchman. 

Thompson. — A  handbook  to  the  public  PICTURE 

GALLERIES    OF   EUROPE.      With  a  brief   sketch    of    the 
History  of  the  various   schools  of   Painting  from  the  thirteenth 
century  to    the    eighteenth,    inclusive.      By   Kate   Thompson. 
Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 
"  A  very  remarkable  memoir  of  the  several  great  schools  of  painting, 
and  a  singularly  luctd  exhibition  of  the  principal  treasures  of  all 
the  chiej  and  some  of  the  smaller  picture  galleries  of  Europe. 
This  unpretending  book  which  does  so  much  for  the  history  of  art 
is  also  a  traveller  s  guide-book ;  a  guide-book,   moreover,  so  con- 
venient in  arrangement  and  comprehensive  in  design  that  it  will 
not  fail  to  become  the  companion    of  the   majority   of  English 
tourists.   .  .  .      The  large  crowd  of  ordinary  connoisseurs  who 
only  care  to  know  a  little  about  pictures,  atid  the  choicer  body  of 
intelligent  students  of  all  artistic  objects  that  fall  in  their  way,  will 
extol  the  compact  little  volume  as  the  model  of  what  an   art 
explorers  vade  mecum  should  be.     It  will  also  be  found  in  the 
highest  degree  serviceable  to  the  more  learned  connoisseurs  and 
erudite  authorities  on  the  matter  of  art." — MORNING  POST. 

Thring.— SCHOOL  SONGS.  A  Collection  of  Songs  for  Schools. 
With  the  Music  arranged  for  four  Voices.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  E. 
Thring  and  H.  Riccius.     Folio.     Js.  6d. 

Tom  Brown's  School  Days.— By  An  Old  Boy. 

Golden  Treasury  Edition,  4s.  6d.     People's  Edition,  is. 

With  Seven  Illustrations  by  A.    Hughes  and   Sydney    Hall. 

Crown  8vo.    6s. 

'.'  The  most  famous  boy's  book  in  the  language." — Daily  News. 

Tom  Brown  at  Oxford. — New  Edition.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"  In  no  other  work  that  we  can  call  to  mind  are  the  finer  qualities  of 
the  English  gentleman  more  happily  portrayed."— Daily  News. 
"A  book  of  great  pozver  and  truth."— National  Review. 
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Tourgenief.— VIRGIN  SOIL.  By  I.  Tourgenief.  Trans- 
lated by  Ashton  W.  Dilke.     Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    6s. 

"  If  we  want  to  know  Russian  life  and society  in  all  its  phases  .  .  . 
we  cannot  do  better  than  take  up  the  works  of  the  greatest  of 
Russian  novelists,  and  one  of  the  greatest  in  all  European  litera- 
ture, Ivan  Tourgenief." — Daily  News. 

Trench. — Works  by  R.  Chenevix  Trench,  D.D.,  Archbishop 
of  Dublin.  (For  other  Works  by  this  Author,  see  Theological, 
Historical,  and  Philosophical  Catalogues.) 

POEMS.     Collected  and  arranged  anew.     Fcap.  8vo.     7-f.  6d. 

HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY.  Selected  and 
arranged,  with  Notes,  by  Archbishop  Trench.  Third  Edition, 
revised,  extra  fcap.  8vo.     $s.  6d. 

"  The  Archbishop  has  conferred  in  this  delightful  volume  an  important 
gift  on  the  whole  English-speaking  population  of  the  world." — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

SACRED  LATIN  POETRY,  Chiefly  Lyrical.  Selected  and 
arranged  for  Use.  By  Archbishop  Trench.  Third  Edition, 
Corrected  and  Improved.     Fcap.  8vo.     *Js. 

Turner. — Works  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Tennyson  Turner  :— 
SONNETS.      Dedicated  to  his  Brother,  the  Poet  Laureate.     Fcap. 
8vo.    4j.  6d. 

SMALL  TABLEAUX.     Fcap.  8vo.    4*.  6d. 

Tyrwhitt — OUR  SKETCHING  CLUB.  Letters  and  Studies 
on  Landscape  Art.  By  Rev.  R.  St.  John  Tyrwhitt,  M.A. 
With  an  Authorized  Reproduction  of  the  Lessons  and  Woodcuts 
in  Professor  Ruskin's  "Elements  of  Drawing."  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     p.  6d. 

Under  the  Limes. — By  the  Author  of  "Christina  North." 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Webster. — Works  by  Augusta  Webster  : — 

"  //  Mrs.  Webster  only  remains  true  to  herself,  she  will  assuredly 
take  a  higher  rank  as  a  poet  than  any  woman  has  yet  done" — 
Westminster  Review. 

DRAMATIC   STUDIES.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    5*. 

"  A  volume  as  strongly  marked  by  perfect  to'te  as  by  poetic  power.'''' — 
Nonconformist. 
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Webster  (^Augusta)— continued, 

A  WOMAN  SOLD,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Crown  Svo.  Js.  6d. 
"Mrs.  Webster  has  shown  us  that  she  is  able  to  draw  admirably 
from  the  life ;  that  she  can  observe  with  subtlety,  and  render  her 
observations  with  delicacy ;  that  she  can  impersonate  complex  con- 
ceptions  and  venture  into  recesses  of  the  ideal  world  into  which 
few  living  writers  can  follow  her."  — Guardian. 

PORTRAITS.     Second  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3$  6d. 

"Mrs,  Webster's  poems  exhibit  simplicity  and  tenderness  .  .  .  her 
taste  is  perfect  .  .  .  This  simplicity  is  combined  with  a  subtlety  of 
thought,  feeling,  and  observation  which  demand  that  attention  which 
only  real  lovers  of  poetry  are  apt  to  bestow" — Westminster 
Review. 
"  Closeness  and  simplicity  combined  with  lile-rary  skill."  —  ATHE- 
NAEUM. "Mrs.  Webster's  'Dramatic  Studies'  and  '  Translation 
of  Prometheus'  have  won  for  her  an  honourable  place  among  our 
female  poets.  She  writes  with  remarkable  vigour  and  dramatic 
realization,  and  bids  fair  to  be  the  most  successful  claimant  of  Mrs. 
Browning's  mantle." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

MEDEA    OF   EURIPIDES.      Literally  translated  into   English 
Verse.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3j.  6d. 

"  Mrs.  Webster's  translation  surpasses  our  utmost  expectatwns.  It  is 
a  photograph  of  the  original  without  any  of  that  harshness  which 
so  often  accompanies  a  photograph''—  WESTMINSTER  REVIEW. 

THE  AUSPICIOUS  DAY.  A  Dramatic  Poem.  Extra  fcap.8vo.  5*. 
"  The  'Auspicious  Day'  shows  a  marked  advance,  not  only  in  art, 
but,  in  what  is  of  far  more  importance,  in  breadth  of  thought  and 
intellectual  grasp." — Westminster  Review.  "  This  drama  is 
a  manifestation  of  high  dramatic  power  on  the  part  of  the  gifted 
writer,  and  entitled  to  our  warmest  admiration,  as  a  worthy  piece 
of  work." — Standard. 

YU-PE-YA'S    LUTE.     A  Chinese  Tale  in  English  Verse.     Extra 
fcap.  8vo.     2s-  6d- 

"  A  very  charming  tale,  charmingly  told  in  dainty  verse,  with 
occasional  lyrics  of  tender  beauty." — STANDARD.  "  We  close  the 
book  with  the  renewed  conviction  that  in  Mrs.  Webster  we  have  a 
profound  and  original  poet.  The  book  is  marked  not  by  mere 
sweetness  of  melody — rare  as  that  gift  is — but  by  the  infinitely 
rarer  gifts  of  dramatic  power,  of  passion,  and  sympathetic  insight." 
— Westminster  Review. 

A  HOUSEWIFE'S  OPINIONS.     Crown  8vo.     fs.6d. 

"Mrs.  Webster  has  studied  social  subjects  profoundly,  and  her 
opinions  are  worthy  of  every  consideration.  .  .  .  No  one  can  read 
Mrs.  Webster's  books  without  immediately  perceiving  she  is  a 
woman  of  genius,  possessed  of  remarkable  commonsense  and  a 
ra'-e  faculty  of  expression." — MORNIKG  TOST. 
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White.— RHYMES  BY  WALTER  WHITE.     8vo.     7s.  6d. 

Whittier.— john  greenleaf  whittier's  poetical 

WORKS.     Complete  Edition,  with  Portrait  engraved  by  C.  H. 
Teens.     i8mo.     4*.  6d. 
Mr.  Whittier  has  all  the  smooth  melody  and  the  pathos  of  the  author 
of    'Hiawatha?    with    a   greater    nicety    of  description  and   a 
quainter  fancy." — Graphic. 

Willoughby.— FAIRY  GUARDIANS.    A  Book  for  the  Young. 
By  F.  Willoughby.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     5*. 
"  A  dainty  and  delicious  tale  of  the  good  old-fashioned  type." — 
Saturday  Review. 

Wolf.— THE    LIFE   AND    HABITS    OF   WILD    ANIMALS. 

Twenty  Illustrations  by  Joseph  Wolf,  engraved  by  J.  W.  and  E. 

Whymper.     With  descriptive  Letter-press,  by  D.  G.  Elliot, 

F.L.S.     Super  royal  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.     z\s. 

This  is  the  last  series  of  drawings  which  will  be  made  by  Mr.  Wolf, 
either  upon  wood  or  stone.  The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  says: 
"  The  fierce,  untamable  side  of  brute  nature  has  never  received  a 
more  robust  and  vigorous  interpretation,  and  the  various  incidents 
in  which  particular  character  is  shown  are  set  forth  zvith  rare  dra- 
matic power.  For  excellence  that  will  endure,  we  incline  to  place 
this  very  near  the  top  of  the  list  of  Christmas  books."  And  the 
Art  Journal  observes,  "  Rarely,  if  ever,  have  we  seen  animal 
life  more  forcibly  and  beautifully  depicted  than  in  this  really 
splendid  volume. " 

Also,   an  Edition   in  royal  folio,  Proofs  before  Letters,  each  Proof 
signed  by  the  Engravers. 

Woolner.— MY  BEAUTIFUL  LADY.   By  Thomas  Woolner. 

With  a  Vignette  by  A.  Hughes.    Third  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     $s. 

"  No  man  can  read  this  poem  without  being  struck  by  the  fitness  and 
finish  of  the  workmanship,  so  to  speak,  as  well  as  by  the  chastened 
and  unpretending  loftiness  of  thought  which  pervades  the  whole." 
— Globe. 

Words  from  the  PoetS.  Selected  by  the  Editor  of  "  Rays 
of  Sunlight."  With  a  Vignette  and  Frontispiece.  i8mo.  limp.  u. 
"  The  selection  aims  at  popularity,  and  deserves  it." — Guardian. 

Wordsworth,  SELECT  POEMS  OF.  Chosen  and  Edited, 
with  Preface  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Fine  Edition  of  the 
Golden  Treasury  Volume.  Crown  Svo,  hand-made  paper,  with 
Portrait  of  Wordsworth,  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens,  and  Printed 
en  India  Paper.  [Shortly. 
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Yonge  (C.   M.)— New  Illustrated    Edition  of  Novels  and  Tales 
by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 

In  Sixteen  Monthly  Volumes  :  — 

Vol.  I.  THE  HEIR    OF  REDCLYFFE.       With    Illustrations  by 
Kate  Greenaway.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

II.  HEARTSEASE.     With  Illustrations  by  Kate  Greenaway, 
Crown  8vo.    6s. 

III.  HOPES    AND    FEARS.       With    Illustrations    by    HERBERT 
Gandy.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

IV.  DYNEVOR  TERRACE.  With  Illustrations  by  Adrian 
Stokes. 

V.  THE   DAISY   CHAIN.     Illustrated  by  J.  P.  Atkinson. 

VI.  THE   TRIAL.     Illustrated  by  J.   P.  Atkinson.       {December. 

Yonge  (0.  M.) — Works  by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 

THE  YOUNG  STEPMOTHER.     New  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 

CLEVER  WOMAN  OF  THE  FAMILY.  New  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

THE  DOVE  IN  THE  EAGLE'S  NEST.  New  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  CAGED  LION.    Illustrated.     New  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

THE  CHAPLET  OF  PEARLS  ;  or,  THE  WHITE  AND 
BLACK  RIBAUMONT.     New  Edition.      Crown  8vo.    6s. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAGE.  A  Tale  of  the  Last  Crusade. 
Illustrated.     New  Edition.     i8mo.     2s.  6d. 

THE  LANCES  OF  LYNWOOD.  New  Edition,  with  Coloured 
Illustrations.     i8mo.     $s.  6d. 

THE  LITTLE  DUKE  :  RICHARD  THE  FEARLESS.  [New 
Edition.     Illustrated.     i8mo.     2s.  6d. 

A  BOOK  OF  GOLDEN  DEEDS  OF  ALL  TIMES  AND  ALL 
COUNTRIES.  Gathered  and  Narrated  Anew.  Golden 
Treasury  Series).     4r.  6</.     Cheap  Edition,     is. 

CAMEOS  FROM  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  From  Rollo  to 
Edward  II.  Extra  fcap.  8vo.    5*.     Third  Edition,  enlarged.    5*. 

Second  Series.  THE  WARS  IN  FRANCE.  Third  Edition. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo.     5-r. 

"Instead  oj  dry  details"  says  the  Nonconformist,  "we  have 
living  pictures,  faithful,  vivid,  and  striking.'''' 
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Yonge  (C.  M.) — continued. 

Third  Series.     THE  WARS  OF  THE  ROSES.     Extra  fcap. 
8vo.     5j. 

Fourth  Series.     REFORMATION  TIMES.     Extra  Fcap.  8vo. 

P's  and   Q's  ;   or,  THE  QUESTION   OF  PUTTING  UPON. 

With  Illustrations  by  C.  O.  Murray.       New  Edition.]    Globe 

8vo,  cloth  gilt.     4s.  6d. 

"  One  of  her  most  successful  little  pieces  ....  just  what  a  narrative 
should 'be \  each  incident  simply  and  naturally  related,  no  preaching 
or  moralizing,  and  yet  the  moral  coming  out  most  powerfully,  ana 
the  whole  story  not  too  long,  or  with  the  least  appearance  of  being 
spun  out.'''' — Literary  Churchman. 

THE   PILLARS   OF   THE    HOUSE;    or,   UNDER  WODE, 
UNDER  RODE.     New   Edition.      Two  vols,  crown  8vo.     12s. 

LADY     HESTER;     or,    URSULA'S    NARRATIVE.       New 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

MY   YOUNG    ALCIDES  ;    or,  A   FADED    PHOTOGRAPH. 

New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  THREE  BRIDES.      New  Edition.      2  vols.      Crown  8vo. 
12s. 

MAGNUM    BONUM;    or,   Mother  Carey's  Brood.     Three  Vols. 
Crown  8vo.     31J.  6d.  [Shortly. 

BYWORDS  :    A  VOLUME  OF  TALES.    Crown  8vo.     [Shortly. 
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MACMILLAN'S   GOLDEN    TREASURY   SERIES. 

Uniformly  printed  in  i8mo.,  with  Vignette  Titles  by  J. 
E.  MiLLAis,  T.  Woolner,  W.  Holman  Hunt,  Sir  Noel 
Paton,  Arthur  Hughes,  &c.  Engraved  on  Steel  by 
Jeens.  Bound  in  extra  cloth,  4^.  6d.  each  volume.  Also 
kept  in  morocco  and  calf  bindings. 

"  Messrs.  Macmillan  have,  in  their  Golden  Treasury  Series,  especially 
provided  editions  of  standard  works,  volumes  of  selected  poetry,  and 
original  compositions,  which  entitle  this  series  to  be  called  classical. 
Nothing  can  be  better  than  the  literary  execution,  nothing  more 
elegant  than  the  material  workmanship."— British  Quarterly 
Review. 

The   Golden   Treasury   of    the   Best   Songs   and 

LYRICAL    POEMS    IN    THE     ENGLISH     LANGUAGE. 

Selected    and    arranged,    with    Notes,    by    Francis    Turner 

Palgrave. 

"  This  delightful  little  volume,  the  Golden  Treasury,  which  contains 
many  of  the  best  original  lyrical  pieces  and  songs  in  our  language, 
grouped  with  care  and  skill,  so  as  to  illustrate  each  other  like  the 
pictures  in  a  well-arranged  gallery."— Quart  ekly  Review. 

The    Children's    Garland   from    the   best   Poets. 

Selected  and  arranged  by  Coventry  Patmore. 

"  //  includes  specimens  of  all  the  great  masters  in  the  art  of  poetry, 
selected  with  the  matured  judgnient  of  a  man  coficentrated  on 
obtaining  insight  into  the  feelings  and  tastes  of  childhood,  and 
desirous  to  awaken  its  finest  impulses,  to  cultivate  its  keenest  sensi- 
bilities"— Morning  Post. 

The  Book  Of  Praise.     From  the  Best  English  Hymn  Writers. 

Selected  and  arranged  by  Lord  Selborne.     A   New  and  En. 

larged  Edition. 

"All  previous  compilations  of  this  kind  must  undeniably  for  the 
present  give  place  to  the  Book  of  Praise.  .  .  .  The  selection  has 
been  made  throughout  with  sound  judgment  and  critical  taste.  The 
pains  involved  in  this  compilation  must  have  been  immense,  em- 
bracing, as  it  does,  every  writer  of  note  in  this  special  province  of 
English  literature,  and  ranging  over  the  most  widely  divergent 
tracks  of  religious  thought."— Saturday  Review. 
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The  Fairy  Book  ;  the  Best  Popular  Fairy  Stories.  Selected 
and  rendered  anew  by  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 
Gentleman." 

"A  delightful  selection,  in  a  delightful  external  form  ;  full  of  the 
physical  splendour  and  vast  opulence  of  proper  fairy  tales."— 
Spectator. 

The  Ballad  Book.  A  Selection  of  the  Choicest  British  Ballads. 
Edited  by  William  Allingham. 

1  *  His  taste  as  a  judge  of  old  poetry  will  be  found,  by  all  acquainted  with 
the  various  readings  oj  old  English  ballads,  true  em  .  ;gh  to  justify 
his  undertaking  so  critical  a  task." — Saturday  Review. 

The  Jest  Book.    The  Choicest  Anecdotes  and  Sayings.     Selected 

and  arranged  by  Mark  Lemon. 

"  The  fullest  and  best  jest  book  that  has  vet  appeared."— Saturday 
Review.   . 
Bacon's  Essays  and  Colours  of  Good  and  Evil. 

With  Notes  and   Glossarial  Index.     By  W.    Aldis   Wright, 

M.A. 

"  The  beautiful  little  edition  of  Bacon's  Essays,  now  before  us,  does 
credit  to  the  taste  and  scholarship  of  Mr.  Aldis  Wright.  .  .  .  It 
puts  the  reader  in  possession  of  all  the  essential  literary  facts  and 
chronology  necessary  for  reading  the  Essays  in  connection  with 
Bacon's  life  and  times." — Spectator. 

The   Pilgrim's  Progress  from  this  World  to  that  which  is  to 
come.     By  John  Bunyan. 
11 A  beautiful  and  scholarly  reprint." — SPECTATOR. 

The    Sunday   Book    of    Poetry   for    the    Young. 

Selected  and  arranged  by  C.  F.  Alexander. 

"  A  well-selected  volume  of  Sacred  Poetry." — Spectator. 

A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds  oi  All  Times  and  All  Countries 
Gathered  and  narrated  anew.  By  the  Author  of  "  The  Heir  of 
Redclyffe." 

"...  To  the  young*  for  whom  it  is  especially  intended,  as  a  most 
interesting  collection  of  thrilling  tales  well  told ;  and  to  their  elders, 
as  a  useful  handbook  of  reference,  and  a  pleasant  one  to  tak;  up 
when  their  wish  is  to  while  away  a  weary  half-hour.  We  have 
seen  no  prettier  gift-book  for  a  longtime." — :  ATHENAEUM. 

The  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe.     Edited  from 

the  Original  Edition  by  J.  W.  Clark,  M.A.    Fellow  of  Trinity 

College,  Cambridge. 

"  Mutilated  and  modified  editions  of  this  English  classic  are  so  much 
the  rule,  that  a  cheap  and  pretty  copy  of  it,  rigidly  exact  to  the 
original,  will  be  a  prize  to  many  book- buyers." — Examiner. 

The   Republic  of  Plato.    Translated  into  English,  with 
Notes  by  J.  LI.  Davies,  M.A.  and  D.  J.  Vaughan,  M.A. 
1  ■  A  dainty  and  cheap  little  edition. " — Examiner. 
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The    Song  Book.     Words  and  Tunes  from  the  best  Poets  and 

Musicians.      Selected  and  arranged  by  John  Hullah,  Professor 

of  Vocal  Music  in  King's  College,  London. 

"  A  choice  collection  of  the  sterling  songs  of  England,  Scotland,  and 

Ireland,  with  the  music  of  each  prefixed  to  the  Words.     How  much 

true  wholesome  pleasure  such  a  book  can  diffuse,  and  will  diffuse, 

we  trust  through  many  thousand  families." — Examiner. 

La    Lyre    Francaise.     Selected  and  arranged,  with  Notes,  by 

Gustave  Masson,  French  Master  in  Harrow  School. 

A  selection  of  the  best  French  so  tigs  and  lyrical  pieces. 

Tom  Brown's  School  Days.     By  An  Old  Boy. 

"  A  perfect  gem  of  a  book.      The  best  and  most  healthy  book  about 
boys  for  boys  that  ever  was  written? — ■ Illustrated  Times. 
A    Book    Of  Worthies.     Gathered  from  the  Old  Histories  and 
written  anew  by  the  Author  of   "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe." 
With  Vignette. 

"  An  admirable  addition  to  an  admirable  series." — Westminster 
Review. 
A  Book  of  Golden  Thoughts.      By  Henry  Attwell, 
Knight  of  the  Order  of  the  Oak  Crown. 
"  Mr.  Attwell 'has  produced  a  book  of  "rare  value  .     .     .     .  Happily  it 
is  small  enough  to  be  carried  about  in  the  pocket,  and  of  such  a  com* 
panion  it  woidd  be  difficult  to  weary •" — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
Guesses  at  Truth.     By  Two  Brothers.     New  Edition. 
The    Cavalier   and   his    Lady.      Selections  irom  the  Works 
of  the  First  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Newcastle.      With  an  Intro- 
ductory Essay  by  Edward  Jenkins,  Author  of  "Ginx's  Baby,"  &c. 
"A  charming  little  volume." — Standard. 
Theologia    Germanica. — Which  setteth  forth  many  fair  Linea- 
ments of  Divine  Truth,   and  saith  very  lofty  and  lovely  things 
touching  a  Perfect  Life.     Edited  by  Dr.  Pfeiffer,  from  the  only 
complete  manuscript  yet  known.     Translated    from   the   German, 
by  Susanna  Winkworth.  With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Kingsley,   and   a   Letter    to  the    Translator    by  the   Chevalier 
Bunsen,  D.D. 
Milton's   Poetical   Works. — Edited,    with   Notes,   &c,   by 

Professor  Masson.    Two  vols.     i8mo.    gs. 
Scottish  Song.     A  Selection  of  the  Choicest  Lyrics  of  Scotland. 
Compiled  and  arranged,  with  brief  Notes,  by  Mary  Carlylr 
Aitkin. 

"Miss  Aitkin's  exquisite  collection  of  Scottish  Song  is  so  alluring, 
and  suggests  so  many  topics,  that  we  find  it  difficult  to  lay  it  down. 
The  book  is  one  that  should  find  a  place  in  every  library,  we  haa 
almost  said  in  every  pocket,  and  the  summer  tourist  who  wishes  to 
carry  with  him  into  the  country  a  volujne  of  genuine  poetry,  will 
find  it  difficult  to  select  one  containing  within  so  small  a  compass 
so  much  of  rarest  value." — Spectator. 
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Deutsche  Lyrik. — The  Golden  Treasury  of  the  best  German 
Lyrical  Poems,  selected  and  arranged  with  Notes  and  Literary 
Introduction.     By  Dr.  Buchheim. 

"  This  collection  of  German  poeiry  is  compiled  zaith  care  and  con- 
scientiousness  The  result  of  his  labours  is   satisfactory. 

Almost  all  the  lyrics  dear  to  English  readers  of  German  will  be 
found  in  this  little  volume.'" — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Robert  Herrick.— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL 
POEMS  OF.  Arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave. 
"  A  delightful  little  book.  Herrick,  the  English  Catullus,  is  simply 
one  of  the  most  exquisite  of  poets,  and  his  fame  and  memory  are 
fortunate  in  having  found  one  so  capable  0/  doing  honour  to  them 
as  the  present  editor  ;  who  contributes  a  charming  dedication  and 
a  preface  full  of  delicate  and  sensitive  criticism  to  a  volume  than 
which  one  would  hardly  desire  a  choicer  companion  for  a  journey 
or  for  hours  of  ease  in  the  country." — Daily  News. 

Poems  of  Places. — Edited  by  Hi  W.  Longfellow.  England 
and  Wales.     Two  Vols. 

*"  After  a  careful  perusal  we  must  pronounce  his  work  an  excellent 
collection.  ...  In  this  compilation  we  find  not  only  a  guide- 
book for  future  travels,  but  a  fund  of  reminiscences  of  the  past. 
To  many  of  us  it  will  seem  like  a  biography  of  our  best  and 
happiest  emotions.  .  .  .  For  those  who  knoiv  not  all  these  places 
the  book  will  be  an  excellent  travelling  companion  or  guide,  or  may 
even  stand  some  in  good  stead  in  place  of  travel." — Times. 

Matthew    Arnold's    Selected    Poems. 

Also  a  Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     12s.  6cl. 

The  Story  of  the  Christians  and  Moors  in  Spain. 

—By  Charlotte  M.   Yonge.     With  a  Vignette  by  Holm  an 
Hunt. 

Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakespeare. — Edited  with  Preface 

by  the  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  Reader  at  the  Temple. 

Wordsworth's  Select  Poems. — Chosen  and  Edited,  with 
Preface  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Also  Large  Paper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     gs. 

Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. — Edited,  with  Notes, 
by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave. 

Selections  from  Addison. — Edited  by  John  Richard 
Green.  [Shortly. 

Selections     from     Shelley, — Edited    by    Stopford    a. 

Prooke.  [Shortly. 
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MACMILLAN'S  GLOBE  LIBRARY. 

Beautifully  printed  on  toned  paper  price  y.  6d.  each.     Also  kept  in  a 
variety  of  calf  and  morocco  bindings  at  moderate  prices. 

Books,  Wordsworth  says,  are 

"the  spirit  breathed 
By  dead  men  to  their  kind  ; " 

and  the  aim  of  the  publishers  of  the  Globe  Library  has 
been  to  make  it  possible  for  the  universal  kin  of  English- 
speaking  men  to  hold  communion  with  the  loftiest  "  spirits 
of  the  mighty  dead  ; "  to  put  within  the  reach  of  all  classes 
coifiplete  and  accurate  editions,  carefully  and  clearly  printed 
upon  the  best  paper,  in  a  convenient  form,  at  a  moderate 
price,  of  the  works  of  the  master-minds  of  English 
Literature,  and  occasionally  of  foreign  literature  in  an 
attractive  English  dress. 

The  Editors,  by  their  scholarship  and  special  study  of 
their  authors,  are  competent  to  afford  every  assistance  to 
readers  of  all  kinds  :  this  assistance  is  rendered  by  original 
biographies,  glossaries  of  unusual  or  obsolete  words,  and 
critical  and  explanatory  notes. 

The  publishers  hope,  therefore,  that  these  Globe  Editions 
may  prove  worthy  of  acceptance  by  all  classes  wherever  the 
English  Language  is  spoken,  and  by  their  universal  circula- 
tion justify  their  distinctive  epithet ;  while  at  the  same  time 
they  spread  and  nourish  a  common  sympathy  with  nature's 
most  "finely  touched"  spirits,  and  thus  help  a  little  to 
"  make  the  whole  world  kin." 

The  Saturday  Review  says:  "  The  Globe  Editions  are  admirable 
for  their  scholarly  editing,  their  typographical  excellence,  their  com- 
pendious form,  and  their  cheapness."  The  British  Quarterly 
Review  says:  "In  compendiousness,  elegance,  and  scholarliness, 
the  Globe  Editions  of  Messrs.  Macmillan  surpass  any  popular  series 
of  our  classics  hitherto  given  to  the  public.  As  near  an  approach 
to  miniature  perfection  as  has  ever  been  made." 

Shakespeare's    Complete    Works.     Edited  by  W.  G. 

Clark,  M.A.,  and  W.  Aldis  Wright,  M.  A.,  of  Trinity  College, 
C 
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Cambridge,    Editors  of  the    "Cambridge  Shakespeare."    With 

Glossary.     Pp.  1,075. 

The  Athenaeum  says  this  edition  is  "a  marvel  of  beauty,  cheapness ; 
and  compactness.  .  .  .  For  the  busy  man,  above  all  for  the 
•working  student,  this  is  the  best  of  all  existing  Shakespeares." 
And  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  observes:  "To  have  produced 
the  complete  works  of  the  world's  greatest  poet  in  such  a  form, 
and  at  a  price  within  the  reach  of  every  one,  is  of  itself  almost 
sufficient  to  give  the  publishers  a  claim  to  be  considered  public  bene- 
factors." 

Spenser's  Complete  Works.     Edited  from  the  Original 

Editions  and  Manuscripts,  by  R.  Morris,  with  a  Memoir  by  J. 
W.  Hales,  M.A.     With  Glossary,     pp.  lv.,  736. 

1 '  Worthy — and  higher  praise  it  needs  not — of  the  beautiful  *  Globe 
Series.''  The  work  is  edited  with  all  the  care  so  noble  a  poet 
deserves." — Daily  News. 

Sir  Walter  Scott's  Poetical  Works.    Edited  with  a 

Biographical  and  Critical  Memoir  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave, 

and  copious  Notes,     pp.  xliii.,  559. 

"  We  can  almost  sympathise  with  a  middle-aged  grumbler,  who,  after 

reading  Mr.  Palgrave' 's  memoir  and  introduction,  should  exclaim 

— 'Why  zvas  there  not  such  an  edition  of  Scott  when  I  was  a  school 

boy  ? ' " — Guardian. 

Complete  Works  of  Robert  Burns. — THE  POEMS, 

SONGS,  AND  LETTERS,  edited  from  the  best  Printed  and 
Manuscript  Authorities,  with  Glossarial  Index,  Notes,  and  a 
Biographical  Memoir  by  Alexander  Smith,  pp.  lxii.,  636. 
"Admirable  in  all  respects" — Spectator.       "  The  cheapest,  the 

most  perfect,  and  the  most  interesting  edition  which  has  ever  been 

published  " — Bell's  Messenger. 

Robinson   Crusoe.      Edited  after  the  Original  Editions,  with  a 

Biographical  Introduction  by  Henry  Kingsley.     pp.  xxxi.,  607. 

"A  most  excellent  and   in  every  way  desirable  edition." — Court 

Circular.     "Macmillan's  •  Globe'  Robinson  Crusoe  is  a  book  to 

have  and  to  keep." — Morning  Star. 

Goldsmith's    Miscellaneous    Works.    Edited,    with 

Biographical  Introduction,   by  Professor  Masson.     pp.  bo,  695. 

"Such  an  admirable  compendium  of  the  facts  of  Goldsmith's  life, 
and  so  careful  and  minute  a  delineation  of  the  mixed  traits  of  his 
Peculiar  character  as  to  be  a  very  model  of  a  literary  biography 
in  little." — Scotsman. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Intro- 
ductory Memoir,  by  Adolphus  William  Ward,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  St.  Peter's  College,  Cambridge,  and  Professor  of  History  in 
Owens  College,  Manchester,     pp.  lii.,  508. 

The  Literary  Churchman  remarks  :  "  The  editor's  own  notes 
and  introductory  memoir  are  excellent,  the  memoir  alone  would  be 
cheap  and  well  worth  buying  at  the  price  of  the  whole  volume." 
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Dryden's  Poetical  Works.  Edited,  with  a  Memoir, 
Revised  Text,  and  Notes,  by  \V.  D.  Christie,  M.A.,  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,    pp.  lxxxvii.,  662. 

"An  admirable  edition,  the  result  of  great  research  and  of  a  careful 
revision  of  the  text.  The  memoir  prefixed  contains,  within  less 
than  ninety  pages,  as  much  sound  criticism  and  as  comprehensive 
a  biography  as  the  student  of  Dry  den  need  desire." — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Cowper's    Poetical    Works.      Edited,   with  Notes  and 

Biographical    Introduction,    by    William    Benham,     Vicar    of 

Addington  and  Professor  of  Modern  History  in  Queen's  College, 

London,     pp.  lxxiii.,  536. 

"Mr.  Benham' s  edition  of  Cowper  is  one  of  permanent  value. 
The  biographical  introduction  is  excellent,  full  of  information, 
singularly  neat  and  readable  and  modest — indeed  too  modest  in 
its  comments.  The  notes  are  concise  and  accurate,  and  the  editor 
has  been  able  to  discover  and  introduce  some  hitherto  unprinted 
matter.  Altogether  the  book  is  a  very  excellent  one." — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte  d' Arthur.— SIR  THOMAS  MALORY'S  BOOK  OF 
KING  ARTHUR  AND  OF  HIS  NOBLE  KNIGHTS  OF 
THE  ROUND  TABLE.  The  original  Edition  of  Caxton, 
revised  for  Modern  Use.  With  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Edward 
Strachey,  Bart.     pp.  xxxvii.,  509. 

ttIt  is  with  perfect  confidence  that  we  recommend  this  edition  of  the  old 
romance  to  every  class  of  readers." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  Works  Of  Virgil.  Rendered  into  English  Prose,  with 
Introductions,  Notes,  Running  Analysis,  and  an  Index.  By  James 
Lonsdale,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Balliol  College, 
Oxford,  and  Classical  Professor  in  King's  College,  London ;  and 
Samuel  Lee,  M.A.,  Latin  Lecturer  at  University  College, 
London,     pp.  288. 

"A  more  complete  edition  of  Virgil  in  English  it  is  scarcely  possible 
to  conceive  than  the  scholarly  work  before  us." — Globe. 

The   Works   Of  Horace.      Rendered  into  English  Prose,  wilh 

Introductions,  Running  Analysis,  Notes,   and   Index.      By  John 

Lonsdale,  M.A.,  and  Samuel  Lee,  M.A. 

The  Standard  says,  "  To  classical  and  non-classical  readers  it 

will  be  invaluable  as  a  faithful  interpretation  of  tiie  mind  ana 

meaning  of  the  poet,  enriched  as  it  is  zvith  notes  and  dissertations 

of  the  highest  value  in  the  way  of  criticism,  illustration,    and 

explanation." 

Milt  en's  Poetical  Works. — Edited  with  Introductions  by 
Professor  Masson. 

"  A  worthy  addition  to  a  valuable  series.  "—Athenaeum. 
"  In  every  way  an  admirable  book." — Pall  Mall  GAZETTE. 


MACMILLAN'S     POPULAR     NOVELS. 

In   Crown  Zvo.  cloth,  price  6s.  each   Volume, 


BY  WILLIAM  BLACK. 
A  PRINCESS  OF  THULE. 
MADCAP  VIOLET. 

THE  MAID  OF  KILLEENA;  and  other  Tales.    ' 
THE    STRANGE    ADVENTURES    OF    A    PHAETON. 

Illustrated. 

GREEN  PASTURES  AND  PICCADILLY. 
MACLEOD  OF  DARE.     Illustrated. 

BY  CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 
TWO  YEARS  AGO. 
"WESTWARD  HO  !" 
ALTON  LOCKE.     With  Portrait. 
HYPATIA. 
YEAST. 
HEREWARD  THE  WAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY.     Illustrated. 
THE  OGILVIES.     Illustrated. 
AGATHA'S  HUSBAND.     Illustrated. 
OLIVE.     Illustrated. 

BY  CHARLOTTE  M.  YONGE. 
THE  HEIR  OF  REDCLYFFE.     With  Illustrations. 
HEARTSEASE.     With  Illustrations. 
THE  DAISY  CHAIN.     With  Illustrations. 

THE  TRIAL  :    More   Links  in    the    Daisy   Chain.       With   Illus- 
trations. 
HOPES  AND  FEARS. 

DYNEVOR  TERRACE.     With  Illustrations. 
MY  YOUNG  ALCIDES. 

THE  PILLARS  OF  THE  HOUSE.     2  Vols, 
CLEVER  WOMAN  OF  THE  FAMILY. 
THE  YOUNG  STEPMOTHER. 
THE  DOVE  IN  THE  EAGLE'S  NEST. 
THE  CAGED  LION.     Illustrated. 
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BY  CHARLOTTE  M.  YONGE-«w//««ft/. 
THE  CHAPLET  OF  PEARLS. 
LADY  HESTER  ;  or,  Ursula's  Narrative. 
THE  THREE  BRIDES.     2  Vols. 

BY  MRS.   OLIPHANT. 

YOUNG  MUSGRAVE. 

THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE. 

A  SON  OF  THE  SOIL. 

BY  ANNIE  KEARY. 
CASTLE  DALY. 
OLDBURY. 
A  YORK  AND  A  LANCASTER  ROSE. 

BY  GEORGE  FLEMING. 
A  NILE  NOVEL. 
MIRAGE. 

BY  HENRY   JAMES,  Jun. 
THE    EUROPEANS. 
THE  AMERICAN. 


TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL  DAYS. 

TOM  BROWN  AT  OXFORD. 

THE  FOOL  OF  QUALITY.     By  H.  Brooke. 

REALMAH.     By  the  Author  of  "Friends  in  Council." 

PATTY.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 

HUGH  CRICHTON'S  ROMANCE.     By  C.  R.  Coleridge. 

OWEN  GWYNNE'S  GREAT  WORK.      By  Lady  Augusta 

NOEL. 

MY  TIME,  AND   WHAT  I'VE  DONE  WITH  IT.     By  F. 
C.  BURNAND. 

ROSE  TURQUAND.     By  Ellice  Hopkins. 

OLD  SIR  DOUGLAS.     By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton. 

SEBASTIAN.     By  Katherine  Cooper. 

THE     LAUGHING     MILL;     and    other    Tales.      By  JULIAN 

Hawthorne. 


Now  publishing,  in  crown  8vo,  price  2s.  6d. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF    LETTERS; 

Edited  by  JOHN  MORLEY. 
ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS. -JOHNSON.    By  Leslie 

STEPHEN.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"  The  new  series  opens  well   with  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen's  sketch  of 
Dr.  Johnson.     It  could  hardly  have  been  done  better,  and  it  will  convey 
1 1  the  readers  for  whom  it  is  intended  a  juster  estimate  of  Johnson  than 
either  of  the  two  essays  of  Lord  Macaulay." — Fall  Mall  Gazette. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS— SCOTT.   By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"  We  could  not  wish  for  a  more  suggestive  introduction  to  Scott  and 
his  poems  and  novels." — Examiner. 

ENGLISH  MEN   OF    LETTERS. -GIBBON.       By   J.    C. 

MORISON.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"As  a  clear,  thoughtful,  and  attractive  record  of  the  life  and  works 
of  the  greatest  among  the  world's  historians,  it  deserves  the  highest 
praise/' — Examiner. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS-SHELLEY.     By  J,  A. 

SYMONDS.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"  The  lovers  of  this  great  poet  are  to  be  congratulated  at  having  at 
their  command  so  fresh,  clear,  and  intelligent  a  presentment  of  the 
subject,  written  by  a  man  of  adequate  and  wide  culture." — Athenaeum. 

ENGLISH  MEN   OF    LETTERS. -HUME.      By  Professor 
HUXLEY,  F.R.S.     Crown  8vo.     2s.bd. 
"  It  may  fairly  be  said  that  no  one  now  living  could  have  expounded 
Hume  with  more  sympathy  or  with  equal  perspicuity." — Athenaeum. 

ENGLISH     MEN    OF     LETTERS.  —  GOLDSMITH.      By 

WILLIAM  BLACK.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"Mr.  Black  brings  a  fine  sympathy  and  taste  to  bear  in  his  criticism 
of  Goldsmith's  writings,  as  well  as  his  sketch  of  the  incidents  of  his 
life." — Athenaeum. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS —DEFOE.    By  W.  Minto. 

Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"Mr.  Minto's  book  is  careful  and  accurate  in  all  that  is  stated,  and 
faithful  in  all  that  it  suggests.     It  will  repay  reading  more  than  once." 
— Athenaum* 


ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS— Continued. 

ENGLISH  MEN   OF  LETTERS.— BURNS.       By  Principal 
SHAIRP.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d, 

"  It  is  impossible  to  desire  fairer  criticism  than  Principal  Shairp's 

on  Eurns's  poetry None  of  the  series  has  given  a  truer  estimate 

either  of  character  or  of  genius  than  this  volume." — Spectator, 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.-SPENSER.     By  the  Very 
Rev.  the  Dean  of  St.  Paul's.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

"  Dr.  Church  is  master  of  his  subject,  and  writes  always  with  good 
taste. " — Academy, 

ENGLISH    MEN     OF    LETTERS— THACKERAY.      By 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPE.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

"Mr.  Trollope's  sketch  is  exceedingly  adapted  to  fulfil  the  purpose 
of  the  series  in  which  it  appears." — Athenceum. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF    LETTERS. -BURKE.       By  John 

MORLEY.     Crown  8vo     2s.  6d. 

"Perhaps  the  best  criticism  yet  published  on  the  life  and  character 
of  Burke  is  contained  in  Mr.  Morley's  compendious  biography.  His 
style  is  vigorous  and  polished,  and  both  his  political  and  personal 
judgment  and  his  literary  criticisms  are  just,  generous,  subtle,  and  in 
a  high  degree  interesting." — Saturday  Review. 

ENGLISH   MEN    OF   LETTERS.— MILTON.      By   Mark 
PATT1SON.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

In  preparation. 
HAWTHORNE.     By  Henry  James. 

SOUTHEY.     By  Professor  Dowden. 
CHAUCER.     By  Professor  A.  W.  Ward. 
COWPER.     By  Goldwin  Smith. 
BUNYAN.     By  J.  A.  Froude. 
WORDSWORTH.     By  F.  W.  H.  Myers. 
Others  in  preparation, 

MACMILLAN  AND  CO.,  LONDON. 


LONDON  '. 

R.    CLAY,    SONS,    AND   TAYLOR, 

BKEAD   STREET   HILL,   E.C. 
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